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PREFACE. 

This Selection from the Poems of Wordsworth is the 
result of a suggestion made to " The Wordsworth Society ** 
some years ago. 

It seemed desirable that, in addition to the annual 
volume of TransacHons^ privately printed for its own 
members, the Society should issue a volume of SdecHons 
for general use, the choice and editing of which would 
be the joint work of those who had taken a chief part in 
the work of the Society. An earlier idea had been to 
ask some twenty or thirty of the members — ^whose critical 
opinion the rest might specially desire to have — ^to make 
out a list of the poems which they deemed of greatest 
value to the world, and to publish these lists in the 
TransacHons. It was thought that, since the Society 
included several contemporary poets and men of letters, 
the selections made by them would have a permanent 
interest to students of literature. Had it been carried 
out, however, the result would probably have been more 
curious than usefiil, and it was found that difficulties 
stood in the way of its realisation. 

That idea being abandoned, I undertook the respon- 
sibility of fixing on the poems to be included in a 
volume of Selections; and, sending the list to certain 
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members of the Society, I received their advice and co- 
operation in various ways. The names of those who 
have helped me are printed at pages xiv. and xv. 

The foUowing are the special features of this volume : — 

(i.) The poems are arranged chronologically, as in the 

library edition of the poet's works published at 

Edinburgh (1882-6.) ^ 

(2.) Certain years have been assigned to those who 

have assisted in the work, and their opinion has 

been asked as to the wisdom of the sdection 

made from the poems written during these years. 

In some cases, poems which have been omitted 

by me have been added by them ; and in other 

instances, those sdected by me have been can- 

celled 

(3.) Brief notes have been written by the editors, where 

they have deemed it necessary. 

I am responsible for the selection of the text of the 

poems made nse of in this edition. Every reader of 

Wordsworth knows that his text varied very consider- 

ably in the successive editions published during the 

poet's life-time; and that neither was the first text in* 

variably the best, nor the later always an improvement 

on the earlier. Mr. Matthew Amold, in his volume of 

Selections, has kept throughout to the edition of 1832. 

Were we limited to a single text I would prefer that 

of the stereotyped edition of 1836, or the final text of 

1849. But we are not thus limited ; and an attempt has 

been made in this volume to select the best text, in 

1 Those referriDg to the tour in Scotland in 1803, however. are printed 
as if they all belonged to that year» although some were composed many 
yeanafter. 
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the case of each poem included in it, although it would 
be impossible to state the grounds on which the selec* 
tion has been made. 

It is not with the view of adding to Wordsworth*s 
£Eune that this litde book has been prepared, or that 
any new selection from his works is desirable; but 
rather with the view of popniarising him, and of extending 
his influence amongst the masses of the Ënglish-speaking 
race. Within a certain limited area that influence. could 
scarcely be deeper than it is. By the suflrage of the 
wisest, and the ever<increasing recognition of the best of 
men» the place which he now fills, both as Teacher and 
Poet, is high up amongst the Immortals of Literature ; 
and to praise him is ahnost an impertinence. 

But the masses do not know him. And yet why 
should not the masses both know and appreciate him, 
as much as they appreciate Scott and Bums ? Hartley 
Coleridge once said of Wordsworth that '' he alone, of all 
the followers of Milton» had a right to appropriate his 
* fit audience may I find, though few.' " But why should 
the audience fww be few ? It has grown more numerous 
every year since the poet's death, and it should grow 
more numerous stiLL In one of his finest sonnets 
Wordsworth wrote of Milton — 

" Milton, thou sbould*st be living at this hour, 
England bath need of tbee.** 

The last of these two lines may certainly be apptied 
to himself. We do not wish him back amongst us, but 
we desire that his influence should increase, for nothing 
is more needed in our time than the elevating and 
tranquillising influence of poetry of the first magnitude» 
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— such poetry as lifts us above ourselves to what is 
great, elemental, and enduring. The publication, in a 
convenient form, of the best things that Wordsworth 
has given us — issued with the sanction of representative 
members of a Society founded to promote the study of 
his works, and edited by several of them in concert — 
should help toward this end Selection and compression 
are of course necessary, if the masses are to read Words- 
worth, and find out the secret of his power ; but I think 
that the masses may yet come to endorse Mr. Amold's 
judgment as to " the great and ample body of powerfiil 
work which remains, aiter all his inferior work has been 
cleared away," greater in amount and quality, Mr. Amold 
thinks — and I humbly endorse his opinion — than that of 
any other English poet except Shakespeare and Milton. 

If this be so, Wordsworth's influence over the genera- 
tions of the future is an assured influence. It will last, be- 
cause it deals not with transient fashions but with abiding 
needs, because it touches the deepest springs of human 
life, and is therefore an inexhaustible fountain of inspira- 
don, strength, and joy. 

In further explanation of the order adopted in this 
volume, reference must be made to Wordsworth's own 
arrangement of his poems. It is an extremely artificial 
one, although many have come to like it from old associa- 
tion, and from the interest attaching to the main distinction 
which he drew between poems of the Fancy and those 
of the Imagination ; but his groups were both arbitrary 
and very miscellaneous.^ 

1 Sir Wiüiam Rowan Hamilton wrote to Mr. Aabrejr de Vere in 
1835, that Wordsworth's daughter had hinted to him that her father 
himself "was sometimes at a loss whether to refer her to the Poems of 
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Mr. Amold — ^who has given us by far the best volume 
of "Selections" hitherto issued — hzs divided the poems 
into classes, which appear to me to labour under the 
same disadvantage as Wordsworth's own. We have (i) 
Ballads, (2) Narrative poems, (3) 'Lyncü^ (4) Poems akin 
to the antique, (5) Sonnets, (6) Reüective and elegiac 
poems. I do not criticise the arrangement, we are so 
gratefiil to Mr. Amold for the services he has rendered. 
It would be a mistake, however, to attempt another 
classification of the poems ; it would be unwise to recast 
them in new groups, even were it possible to make the 
groups more adequate. It is in all respects more de- 
sirable to keep to the chronological order, which will be 
of use as exhibiting the growth of Wordsworth's genius, 
and enabling the reader to foUow its successive stages. 

As to previous volumes of Selections, Mr. Joseph Hine 
prepared a volume during the poet's life-time which he 
called Selections f ram the Poems of William Wordsworth, 
Esq.^ ckiefly for the use of Schools and Young Persons, 
It was iirst published in 1831, and a new edition appeared 
in 1834. This was in many respects a praiseworthy 
selection. Mr. Hine foUowed an order of his own, and 
included portions of four books of The Excursion. 

A short coUection— {67 in all)— of Select Pieces from 
the Poems of William Wordsworth (illustrated) was 
published by Messrs. Moxon & Son during the poet's 
life, but the edition is undated — ^the motive, as explained 
in the " advertisement,** being that it was ''now high 

the Imagioation or Poems of the Fancy for some panicalar passage ; ** 
and Aubiey de Vere, in reply to Hamilton, spoke of Wordsworth's 
arnmgement as a "parade of system," and adds, "I cannot help 
thinking that in it he mistakes classification for method." (See the Life 
of Sir W. R. Hamilton, vol. ii. pp. 13a and 155.) 
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time to have recourse to the poetry of Wordsworth as 
one of our direct instroments in education." His ** sense 
of the beauty of the world," and his "flexible command 
of the resources of the £nglish tongue/' are pointed out 
The latter, the editor says, is *' only surpassed by Shake- 
speare, and is not surpassed by Spenser or by Milton.'^ 
The sdection is well made, but the author should not 
have given tiües of his own to any of the poems. 

In 1857, Mr. William Johnston edited Tke Eariier 
Poems af Wüliam Wordsworth^ comded as in the latest 
editions^ His arrangement is not chronological, nor does 
it follow Wordsworth's own classification, except in part 
Some of the Sonnets, and the Poems on the Naming of 
Places, the Inscriptions, and the Poems referring to Old 
Age, are arranged as Wordsworth ananged them ; but 
the rest are mixed together arbitrarily. There was greater 
reason for keeping the Poems of ''the Fancy'' distinct 
from those of ''the Imagination," and those of "the 
AfTections" from both, than for following Wordsworth's 
classification in the other instances. Mr. Johnston's 
preface is valuable, and the various readings of the 
text, though incomplete, add a distinct feature to his 
edition. 

In 1866, the Messrs. Moxon published a SeUction from 
the Works of William Wordsworth^ arranged by Fmnds 
Turner Palgrave. This is an excellent selection of 123 
poems, arranged by Mr. Palgrave on a prindple of his 
own. It contains much of Wordsworth's best work, and 
scarcdy one poem— if there be one — that is not of 
absolute and permanent value. 

In 1874, the Messrs. Rivington published a small 
volume of Selections from the Foetical Works of William 
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Wardsworthy edited with notes by Hawes Turner. 
There are only thirty poems in this selection, and it was 
prepared for the use of schools. It follows Wordsworth's 
own plan of arrangement, without any reference, however, 
to his classification. To thirteen of them Mr. Turner 
has given titles of his own, a somewhat hazardous experi- 
ment, and, in one case at least, unhappy as well as 
inaccurate, when Stone Arthur is called ''Wordsworth 
Peak." A second edition of this little book was 
published in 1881. 

In 1879, Mr. Amold's Selection, already referred to^ 
was issued by the Messrs. MacmiUan. 

In 1883, Mr. Gardner of Paisley published a volume 
of Seledions f ram Wbrdsworth^ edited by J. S. Fietcher, 
with an introductory Memoir. (The latter cannot be 
commended, as the Selection can.) One hundred and 
five of the best poems are brought together, in the order 
of the poet's own arrangement, without allusion to his 
classiücatioa It is done with care and success, and 
is praiseworthy. 

In 1885, a small volume entitled Thê Poetical Works 
of William Wordsworth^ was edited by Mr. A. J. Syming- 
ton, and issued by Walter Scott It is a selection of 
134 of the poems, and it would have been better to have 
been called a Selection. In this book, as in Mr. Tumer's, 
we find new titles given to the poems, a practice which 
must be condemned. One is called " Univcrsity Life,** 
another '' Moral Truth," another *' Life under the British 
Constitution," another *< Loyalty to State and Church," 
another " Happy Cottage Homes." No student of Words- 
worth need be told that these are not his titles, but '*the 
general reader'' should be told that he was incapable of 
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giving such titles. Yet they are printed alongside of 
others which are Wordsworth's own, with no indication 
of when the poet and when his editor is speaking. The 
Selection is, however, made by a genuine lover of the 
poet, and with discrimination. 

A few short extracts from the letters of one or two 
members of the Society who have assisted in this Volume 
may add to its interest 

Mr. Browning wrote in August, 1885 : "I will, as you 
desire, attempt to piek out the twenty poems which 
strike me — and so as almost to take away my breath ! — 
as those worthiest of the Masten" (Mr. £rowning*s 
reference to Wordsworth in Tkó Lost Leader^ and his 
letter to Mr. Grosart on the subject of that poem, are 
well known.) In November of the same year he wrote : 
"The edition I shall use is that belonging to my wife, 
pencil marked throughout, in which drcumstance there 
may lie some help to me." In February, 1886, he wrote : 
" We remember few more commonplace admonitions to 
a poet than that he would wiselier have written but a 
quarter of the works which he has laboured at for a life- 
time, unless it be this other, oflen coupled with it, that 
such works ought to be addressed to the general appre- 
hension, not exclusively suited to the requirements of a 
(probably quite imaginary) few. £ach precept contra- 
diets the other. Write on set purpose for the many, 
and you will soon enough be reminded of the old 
' Tot homines I ' Write as conscientiously for the few, 
your idealised 'doublé' (it comes to that), and you may 
soon suit him with the extremely little that suits yourself. 
Now, in view of which of these objects should the maker 
of a Selection of the works of any poet worth the pains 
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begin hls employment? I have myself attempted the 
business, and know something of the achievements in 
this kind of my betters. They fïimish a list of the 
pieces which these selectors have found most delight 
in: and I found also that others, playing the selector 
with appaiendy as good a right and reason, are dissatisfied 
with this unaccountable addition, that as inexplicable 
omission, — in short, that the sole selector was not him- 
self. The only case in which no such stumbling-block 
occurs is that obvious one — if it has ever occurred — 
when a Public whoUy unacquainted with an author is 
presumed to be accessible to a specimen of his altogether 
untried productions — ^for, by chance-medley the sample 
of the poetry of Brown and Jones may pierce the igno- 
rance of somebody, say of Robinsoa It is quite another 
matter of interest to know what Matthew Amold thinks 
most worthy in Wordsworth : but should anybody have 
curiosity to inquire which iifteen or twenty of his poems 
have most thoroughly impressed such an one as myself, 
all I can affirm is that I treasure as precious every poem 
written during about the first twenty years of the poet's 
life.^ Aiiter then the selection grows weaker, the 
crystals gleam more rarely, and the assiduous stirring 
up of the mixture is too apparent and obtrusive. To 
the end, crystals are to be come at; but my own ex- 
perience resembles that of the old man, in the admirable 
Resolutian and Independence — 

' Once I cottld meet with them on every side. 
Bat they have dwindled long by slow decay — 
Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.' ** 

1 Doubtless his poetic life. — £d. 
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I^ast year I sent a copy of the poems selected for this 
edition to Mr. Browning. He went over it, and expressed 
his approval of all that were proposed to be included, 
but added the following fifteen : — Tk€ Heverie of Foor 
Susan^ Goody Bldke^ The Complaint of the Forsaken 
Indian Womai^ Tke Danish Boy^ Liuy Gray, The Fei 
Lamb^ ^Tis said thai some have diedfor Leve, The Childless 
Father, Fob Fofs Grave^ The Farmer of Tilshury Vale, 
The Fower of Musie, Star-Haters, Düm, The Eclipse of 
the Stm, and Thejewish Family. 

In reference to the last of these poems, — ^which belongs 
to the years which Lord Selbome bas edited, — ^the latter 
writes: ^'I have hesitated about Üit Jewish Family, but 
I do not quite like ^that exquisite St John,' or the last 
line of 'proud Jerusalem,' otherwise, I should have 
included it." 

Mr. Russell Lowell writes : '' The other day going into 
the country for a longer visit than usual, I took your list 
with me'' (it was the whole list in Üiis volume), "and 
studied it with attention. Assuming that such a selection 
should have two objects mainly in view, the choice of 
characteristic poems, and of fine ones, the former in 
subordination to the latter, I am of opinion that tiie list 
is altogether satisfactory." 

Those who have hélped in the volume, whether by 
advice and suggestion, or the actual writing of notes, 
are the foUowing. I arrange them alphabetically. Mr. 
Browning, Mr. Stopford Brooke, Lord Coleridge, Mr. 
CotteriU, Mr. Aubrey de Vere, Professor Dowden, Prin- 
cipal Greenwood, Mr. Richard H. Hutton, Mr. Heard, 
the late Lord Houghton, Mr. Russell Lowell, Professor 
Nichol, Mr. Rawnsley, Mr. Rix, The Dean of Salisbury, 
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Lord Selbome, the late Principal Shairp, Professor 
Veitch, Mr. Spence Watson, and Bishop Wordsworth 
of St. Andrews. 

The time has surely come when a Selection from the 
poems of Wordsworth might be used as a class-book 
in the secondary schools of the country. For this pur- 
pose the first book of TAe Excursion has been edited 
with notes, by Mr. H. Turner^» iix the " English School 
Classics" series, published by the Messrs. Rivington; 
and Canon Robinson of York had edited the same book 
with notes. For the same purpose The Prdudc will 
soon be published in America, and The White Doe of 
Rylstone in England. Mr. Amold's volume of Selec- 
tions is equally suited for private reading, and for school 
purposes. This one may, in course of time, fulfil a 
similar flinction. 

The portrait prefbced to the Poems is from the first 
of the four miniatures taken by the late Miss Maigaret 
Gillies, which is now in the possession of Sir Henry 
Doulton. Sir Henry has very kindly had it engntved 
for use in this volume. 

WILLIAM KNIGHT. 



St. Andrews, September, 1888. 
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I786. 

EXTRACT 

FROM THE CONCLUSION OP A PORM, COMPOSED IN ANTICIPATIOK 

OF LEAVING SCHOOL. 
Con^Mwed 1786. Pablished 18x5. 

Dear native regions, I foretell, 
From what I feel at this farewell, 
That, wheresoe*er my steps may tend, 
And whensoe'er my course shall end, 
If in that hour a single tie 
Survive of local sympathy, 
My soul will cast the backward view, 
The longing look alone on you. 

Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest 
Far in the regions of the west, 
Though to the vale no parting beam 
Be given, not one memorial gleam, 
A lingering light he fondly throws 
On the dear hills where first he rosé. 



WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY YOUTH. 

Composed 1786 (probably). Pobliahed 1807. 

Calm is all nature as a resting wheel. 
The kine are couched upon the dewy grass ; 
The horse alone, seen dimly as I pass, 
Is cropping audibly his later meal : 

A 
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DaA is the giound ; a slumber seems to steal 
O'er vale, and mountain, and the starless sky. 
Now, in this blank of things, a hannony, 
Home-feit, and home-created, comes to heal 
That grief for which the senses still supply 
Fresh food ; for only then, when memory 
Is hushed, am I at rest My Friends I restrain 
Those busy cares that would allay my pain ; 
Oh ! leave me to mysel^ nor let me feel 
The officious touch that makes me droop again. 



LINES 

LBFT tm>N A SEAT IN A TEW-TRBB» (>) WHICH STANDS MBAR THE 
LAKB OF BSTHWAITB, OH A DESOLATE PART OW THE SHORE. 
COMMANDING A BEAUTIFUL PROSPECT. 

CompOMd X786-X79S. Pabinhed 1798. 

Nay, Traveller t rest This lonely Yew-tree stands 
Far from all human dwelling : what if here 
No spaikling rivulet spread the verdant herb ? 
What if the bee love not these barren boughs ? 
Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the curling waves, 
That break against the shore, shall lull thy mind 
By one soft impulse saved from vacancy. 

Whohe was 
That piled these stones, and with the mossy sod 
First covered, and here taught this aged Tree 
With its dark arms to form a cirding bower, 
I well remember. — He was one who owned 
No common souL In youth by science nursed. 
And led by nature into a wild scène 
Of lofty hopes, he to the world went foith 
A Êtvoured Being, knowing no desire 
Which genius did not hallow ; 'gainst the taint 
Of dissolute tongues, and jealousy, and bate, 
And scom,— against all enemies prepared. 
All but neglect The world, for so it thought, 



LINES. 3 

Owed him no service ; wherefore he at cmce 

With indignatioii tnrned himself away, 

And with the food of pride ^ostained his soul 

In solitttde. — Stranger 1 these gioomy boughs 

Had channs for him ; and here he loved to sit, 

His only visitants a straggling sheep, 

The stone-chat, or the glancing sand-piper : 

And on these barren rocks, with fem and heath, 

And juniper and thistle, sprinkled o'er, 

Flxing his downcast eye, he many an hour 

A morbid pleasurs nourished, tracing here 

An emblem of his own unfhiitfiil life : 

And, lifting up his head, he then would gaze 

On the more distant scène, — ^how lovely 'tis 

Thou seesty — and he woold gaze till it became 

Far lovelier, and his heart could not sustain 

The beauty, still more beauteous 1 Nor, that time, 

When Nature had subdued him to herself, 

Would he forget those Beings to whose minds, 

Warm from the labours of benevolence, 

The world, and human life, appeared a scène 

Of Idndred loveliness : then he would sigh, 

Inly disturbed, to think that others feit 

What he must never feel : and so, lost Man ! 

On visionary views would fancy feed, 

Till his eye streamed with tears. In this deep vale 

He died, — ^this seat his only monument 

If Thou be one whose heart the holy forms 
Of young imag^nation have kept pure, 
Stranger I henceforth be wamed ; and know that pride, 
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty. 
Is littleness ; that he who feels contempt 
For any living thing, hath faculties 
Which he has never used ; that thought with him 
Is in its infancy. The man whose eye 
Is ever on himself doth look on one, 
The least of Nature's works, one who might move 
The wise man to that scom which wisdom holds 
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Unlawful, ever. O be wiser, Thou I 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love ; 
Trae dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought, 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself, 
In lowliness of heart 



1789. 
REMBMBRANCB OP COLLINS, 

COMPOfiSD UFOM THB THAMES NEAR RICHMOND. 
Composed 1789. Pablisbed 1798. 

Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 
O Thames I that other baids may see 
As lovely visions by thy side 
As now, fair river ! come to me. 
O glide, faói stream ! for ever so, 
Thy quiet soul on all bestowing, 
Till all our minds for ever flow 
As thy deep waters now are flowing. 

Vain thought I — ^Yet be as now thou art, 
That in thy waters may be seen 
The image of a poet's heart, 
How bright, how solemn, how serene I 
Such heart did once the poet bless, 
Who murmuring here a later ditty, 
Could find no refïige from distress 
But in the milder grief of pity. 

Now let us, as we float along, 
For Atm suspend the dashing oar ; 
And pray that never child of song 
May know that Poet*s sorrows more. 
How calm ! how still I the only sound, 
The dripping of the oar suspended I 
— The evening darkness gathers round 
By virtue's holiest Powers attended. 
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1797. 
THB RÊVERIE OP POOR SUSAN. (*) 

Composed 1797. Published 1800. 

At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears, 
Hangs a thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three years : 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song of the Bird. 

'Tis a note of enchantment ; what ails her ? She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees ; 
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide, 
And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside. 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she so often has tripped with her pail ; 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove's, 
The one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven : but they fade, 
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade : 
The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise, 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes ! 



1798. 
A NIGHT'PIECE.i^) 

Composed 1798. Pablished 1815. 

The sky is overcast 
With a continuous cloud of texture close. 
Heavy and wan, all whitened by the Moon, 
Which through that veil is indistinctly seen, 
A dull, contracted circle, yielding light 
So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls. 
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Chequering the ground — ^from rock, plant, tree, or tower. 
At length a pleasant instantaneous gleam 
Startles the pensive traveller while he treads 
His lonesome path, with unobserving eye 
Bent earthwards ; he looks up-— the donds are split 
Asunder, — and above his head he sees 
The dear Moon, and the ^Qgjf of the heavens. 
There, in a black-blue vamt she sails along, 
Foliowed by multitudes of stars, (^) that, small 
And sharp, and bright, along the dark abyss 
Drive as she drives : how fast they wheel away, 
Yet vanish not I — the wind is in the tree, 
But they are silent ; — stiU they xoll along 
Inuneasurably distant ; and the vault, 
mA Built round by those white douds, enormous douds, 

f\yr^^St3l\ deepens its un&thomable depth. 

■* r ^^ At length the Vision doses ; and the mind, 
Not undisturbed by the delight it feels, 
Which slowly settles into peaceful calm, 
Is left to muse upon the solemn scène. 



WE ARE SEVBN.i^) 

A SIMPLE Child, dear brother Jim 1 
That lightly draws its breath, 
And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of death ? 

I met a little cottage Giri : 
She was eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her head. 

She had a rustic, woodland air. 
And she was wildly dad : 
Her eyes were fair, and very feir ; 
— Her beauty made me glad. 



WB ARB SBVSN. 

** Sisters and brothen, Uttle Maid» 

How many may you be ? " 
** How many ? Seven in all," she said, 

And wondering looked at me. 

''And where are they ? I pray you teil.'' 
She answered, ^ Seven are we ; 
And two of us at Conway dweil, 
And two are gone to sea. 

Two of us in the chnrch-yard He, 
My sister and my brother ; 
And, in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dweil near them with my mother.'' 

** You say that two at Conway dweil. 
And two are gone to sea, 
Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you teil, 
Sweet Maid, how this may be." 

Then did the little maid reply, 
** Seven boys and girls are we ; 
Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
Beneath the church-yard tree." 

'* You run about, my little Maid, 
Your limbs they are alive ; 
If two are in the church-yard laid, 
Then ye are only five." 

" Thcir graves are green, they may be seen," 

The little Maid replied, 
" Twelve steps or more from my mother's door. 

And they are side by side. 

My stockings there I often knit, 
My kerchief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I sit. 
And sing a song to them. 
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And often after sun-set, Sir, 
When it is light and Êiir, 
I take my little porringer, 
And eat my supper there. 

The first that died was sister Jane ; 
In bed she moaning lay, 
Till God released her of her pain ; 
And then she went away. 

So in the church-yard she was laid ; 
And, when the grass was dry, 
Together round her grave we played, 
My brother John and I. 

And when the ground was white with snow, 

And I could run and slide, 

My brother John was forced to go, 

And he lies by her side." 

" How many are you, then,'' said I, 
" If they two are in heaven ?" 

Quick was the little Maid's reply, 
" O Master ! we are seven." 

" But they are dead ; those two are dead ! 
Their spirits are in heaven I '^ 
'T was throwing words away ; for stili 
The little Maid would have her will, 
And said, " Nay, we are seven ! " 



THE THORN. 

Composed 1798. Pnblished 1798. 

I. 

"There is a Thom— it looks so old, 
In truth, you'd find it hard to say 
How it could ever have been young, 
It looks so old and grey. 



THE THORN. 

Not higher than a two years' child 
It stands erect, this aged Thom ; 
No Icaves it has, no prickly points ; 
It is a mass of knotted joints, 
A wretched thing forlorn. 
It stands erect, and like a stone 
With lichens it is overgrown. 

II. 

Like rock or stone, it is o'ergrown, 
With lichens to the very top, 
And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 
A melancholy erop : 
Up fh>m the earth these mosses creep. 
And this poor Thom they dasp it round 
So close, you'd say that they are bent 
With plain and manifest intent 
To drag it to the ground ; 
' And all have joined in one endeavour 
To bury this poor Thom for ever. 

III. 

High on a motmtain's highest ridge, 

Where oft the stormy winter gale 

Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds 

It sweeps from vale to vale ; 

Not five yards from the monntain path, 

This Thom you on your left espy ; 

And to the left, three yards beyond, 

You see a litüe muddy pond 

Of water — never dry 

Though but of compass small, and bare 

To thirsty suns and parching air. 

IV. 

And, close beside this aged Thom, 
There is a fresh and lovely sight, 
A beauteous heap^ a hill of moss, 
Just half a foot in height 



1 
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All lovely colouis there you see» 
All coloors that were ever seen ; 
And mossy network too is there» 
As if by hand of lady fair 
The work had woven been ; 
And cups, the darlings of the eye» 
So deep is their vermilion dye. 

V. 

Ah me I what lovely tints are there 

Of olive green and scarlet bright, 

In spikes, in branches, and in stars, 

Green, red, and pearly white I 

This heap of earth o'ergrown with moss, 

Which close beside the Thom you see, 

So fresh in all its beauteous dyes, 

Is like an inÊtnfs grave in size, 

As like as like can be : 

But never, never any where, 

An iniant's grave was half so hór. 

VI. 

Now wouki you see this aged Thom, 
This pond, and beauteous hill of moss, 
You must take care and choose your time 
The mountain when to cross. 
For oft there sits between the heap 
So like an iniant's grave in sise, 
And that same pond of which I spoke, 
A Woman in a scarlet doak» 
And to herself she cries, 
* Oh misery 1 oh misery 1 
Oh woe is me ! oh misery 1 ' 

VII. 

At all times of the day and night 
This wretched Woman thither goes ; 
And she is known to every star. 
And every wind that blows ; 



THE THORN. ii 

And thare, beside the Thora, ahe sits 
When the blue daylight's in the skies, 
And when the whirlwind's on the hiUy 
Or frosty air is keen and stiU, 
And to herself she ches, 
' Oh misery ! oh miseiy I 
Oh woe is me 1 oh misery 1 ' " 

vm. 

'* Now wherefote, thus, by day and night, 
In rain, in tempest, and in snow, 
Thus to the dreary mountain-top 
Does this poor Woman go ? 
And why sits she beside the Thorn 
When the blue daylighfs in the sky» 
Or when the whirlwind's on the hiU, 
Or frosty air is keen and still» 
And wherefore does she cry ? — 
Oh, wherefore? wherefore? teil me why 
Does she repeat that doleful cry ?" 

** I cannot teil ; I wish I could ; 
For the true reason no one knows : 
But would you gladly view the spot, 
The spot to which she goes ; 
The hillock like an infismfs grave, 
The pond — the Thorn so old and grey ; 
Pass by her door — ^'tis seldom shut — 
And, if you see her in her hut, 
Then to the spot away ! — 
1 never heard of such as dare 
Approach the spot when ahe ia there." 

" But wherefore to the mountain-top 
Can this unhappy Woman go, 
Whatever star is in the skies, 
Whatever wind may blow ?" 
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''Tis known, tfaat twenty years are passed 
Since she (her name is Maitha Ray) 
Gave with a maiden's true good will 
Her company to Stephen Hill ; 
And she was blithe and gay, 
While friends and kindred all approved 
Of him whom tenderly she loved. 

XI. 

And they had fixed the wedding day, 

The moming that must wed them both ; 

But Stephen to another Maid 

Had swom another oath ; 

And with this other Maid to church 

Unthinking Stephen went — 

Poor Martha ! on that woefiil day 

A pang of pitiless dismay 

Into her soul was sent ; 

A fire was kindled in her breast, 

Which might not hum itself to rest 

XIL 

They say, fiill six months afber this, 

While yet the sommer leaves were green, 

She to the mountain-top would go, 

And there was often seen. 

What could she seek ?— or wish to hide ? 

Her state to any eye was plain ; 

She was with child, and she was mad ; 

Yet often she was sober sad 

From her exceeding pain. 

O guilty father, — ^would that death 

Had saved him from that breach of faith ! 

XIII. 

Sad case for sucfa a brain to hold 
Communion with a stirring child I 
Sad case, as you may think, for one 
Who had a brain so wild ! 
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Last Christmas-eve we talked of this, 
And grey-haired Wilfred of the glen 
Held that the unbom infant wrought 
About its mothet's heart, and brought 
Her senses back again : 
And, when at last her time drew near, 
Her looks were calm, her senses clear. 

XIV. 

More know I not, I wish I did, 

And it should all be told to you ; 

For what became of this poor child 

No mortal ever knew ; 

Nay — ^if a child to her was bom 

No earthly tongue could ever teil ; 

And if 'twas bom alive or dead, 

Far less could this with proof be said ; 

But some remember weU, 

That Martha Ray about this time 

Would up the mountain often climb. 

XV. 

And all that winter, when at night 

The wind blew £n>m the mountain-peak, 

Twas worth your while, though in the dark, 

The churchyard path to seek : 

For many a time and oft were heard 

Gries coming from the mountain-head : 

Some plainly living voices were ; 

And others, Tve heard many swear, 

Were voices of the dead : 

I cannot think, whate'er they say, 

They had to do with Martha Ray. 

XVI. 

But that she goes to this <Ad Thom, 
The Thom which I described to you, 
And there sits in a scarlet doak, 
I will be swom is true. 
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For one day with my telescope, 
To view the ocean wide and bright, 
When to this country first I came, 
Ere I had heard of Martha's name, 
I dimbed the mountain's height : — 
A storm came on, and 1 could see 
No object higher than my knee. 

xvn. 

^was mist and rain, and storm and rain : 

No screen, no fence could I discover ; 

And then the wind ! in sooth, it was 

A wind fiill ten times over. 

I looked around, I thought I saw 

A jutting crag, — and off I ran, 

Head-foremost, through the driving rain, 

The shelter of the crag to gain ; 

And, as I am a man, 

Instead of jutting crag, I found 

A Woman seated on the ground. 

xvni. 

I did not speak — I saw her face ; 
Her face 1 — ^it was enough for me ; 
I tumed aboat and heard her cry, 

' Oh misery t oh misery ! ' 
And there she sits, until the moon 
Through half the dear blue sky will go ; 
And, when the little breezes make 
The waters of the pond to shake. 
As all the country know, 
She shudders, and you hear her cry, 

'Oh misery I oh misery 1'" 

XIX. 

^But what's the Thom? and what the pond? 
And what the hill of moss to her? 
And what the creeping breese that comes 
The little pond to stir?" 
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*^ I cannot teil *, but some wili say 
She hanged her baby on the tree ; 
Some say she drowned it in the pond, 
Which is a little step beyond : 
But all and each agree, 
The Uttle Babe was buried there, 
Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 

XX. 

Tve heaid, the moss is spotted red 
With drops of that poor infanfs blood ; 
But kill a new-bom in£uit thus, 
I do not think she could ! 
Some say, if to the pond you go, 
And fix on it a steady view, 
The shadow of a babe you tracé, 
A baby and a baby's face, 
And that it looks at you ; 
Whene'er you look on it, 'tis plain 
The baby looks at you again. 

XXI. 

And some had swom an oath that she 
Should be to public justice brought ; 
And for the little infanfs bones 
With spades they would have sought. 
But instantly the hill of moss 
Before their eyes began to stir ! 
And, for fiill fifty yards around, 
The grass — ^it shook upon the ground ! 
Yet all do still aver 
The little Babe lies bur ed there, 
Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 

XXH. 

I cannot teil how this may be, 
But plain it is the Thom is bound 
With heavy tufts of moes that strive 
To drag it to the ground; 
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And this I know, full many a time, 
When she was on the mountain high, 
By day, and in the silent night, 
When all the stars shone clear and bright, 
That I have heard her cry, 
* Oh misery 1 oh misery 1 
Oh woe is me ! oh misery 1 * " 



''HER EYES ARE WILD/" 

Composed 1798. PabUshod 179a. 

I. 

Her eyes are wild, her head is bare, 

The sun has bumt her coal-black hair ; 

Her eyebrows have a rusty stain, 

And she came far from over the main. 

She has a baby on her arm, 

Or else she were alone : 

And undemeath the hay-stack warm, 

And on the greenwood stone, 

She talked and sung the woods among, 

And it was in the English tongue. 

II. 

" Sweet babe 1 they say that I am mad, 
But nay, my heart is far too glad ; 
And I am happy when I sing 
Full many a sad and dolefiil thing : 
Then, lovely baby, do not fear I 
I pray thee have no fear of me ; 
But safe as in a cradle, here 
My lovely baby 1 thou shalt be : 
To thee I know too much I owe ; 
I cannot work thee any woe. 

III. 

A fire was once within my brain ; 
And in my head a duU, dull pain ; 
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And fiendish faces, one, two, three, 
Hung at my breast, and pulled at me ; 
But then there came a sight of joy ; 
It came at once to do me good ; 
I waked, and saw my little boy, 
My little boy of Üesh and blood ; 
Oh joy for me that sight to see t 
For he was here, and only he. 

IV. 

Suck, little babe, oh suck again ! 
It cools my blood ; it cools my brain ; 
Thy lips I feel them, baby I they 
Draw from my heart the pain away. 
Oh ! press me with thy little hand ; 
It loosens something at my chest ; 
About that tight and deadly band 
I feel thy little fingers prest 
The breeze I see is in the tree : 
It comes to cool my babe and me. 

V. 

Oh ! love me, love me, little boy ! 
Thou art thy mother's only joy ; 
And do not dread the waves below, 
When o'er the sea-rodc's edge we go ; 
The high crag cannot work me harm, 
Nor leaping torrents when they howl ; 
The babe I carry on my arm, 
He saves for me my precious soul ; 
Then happy lie ; for biest am I ; 
Without me my sweet babe would die. 

VI. 

Then do not fear, my boy I for thee 
Bold as a lion will I be ; 
And I will always be thy guide, 
Through hollow snows and rivers wide. 

B 
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ni bnild an Indian tnywer ; I know 
The leaves that make the softest bed : 
Aitd, if from me thou wilt not go, 
But still be tnie till I am dead^ 
My pretty thing 1 then thou shalt sing 
As merry as the birds in spring. 

VII. 

Thy father cares not for my breast, 
Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest ; 
'Tis all thine own ! — and, if its hue 
Be changed, that was so üór to view, 
Tis fair enough for thee, my dove 1 
My beauty, little child, is flown, 
But thou wilt live with me in love ; 
And what if my poor cheek be brown ? 
'Tis well for me, thou canst not see 
How pale and wan it dse would be. 

viu. 

Dread not their taunts, my little Life ; 
I am thy ^ther's wedded wife ; 
And undemeath the spreading tree 
We two will live in honesty. 
If his sweet boy he could forsake^ 
With me he never would have stayed : 
From him no harm my babe can take ; 
But he, poor man 1 is wretched made ; 
And every day we two will pray 
For him that's gone and Êu: away. 

IX. 

ni teach my boy the sweetest things : 

ni teach him how the owlet sings. 

My little babe I thy lips are still, 

And thou hast almost sucked thy filL 

— ^Where art thou gone, my own dear duld ? 

What wicked looks are those I see? 
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Alas 1 alas 1 that look so wild, 
It never, never came from me : 
If thou art mad^ my pretty lad, 
Then I must be for ever sad. 

X. 

Oh f smile on me, my little lamb 1 

For I thy own dear mother am : 

My love for thee has well been tried : 

Fve sought thy father far and wide. 

I know the poisons of the shade ; 

I know the earth-nuts fit for food : 

Then, pretty dear, be not afraid : 

We'U find thy father in the wood. 

Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away 1 

And there, my babe, we'11 live for aye." 



THE COMPLAINT 

OF A rOKSAKBN IKDIAN WOHAN. 
Compoted 1798. Püblished 1798. 

Wben a Northern Indian, from sickness, is tmable to continue his 
joumey with his oonqMoions» he is leit bebind. oovered over with 
deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and fuel, if the situation 
of the plaoe will aftord it. He is informed of the track which his 
companions intend to pursue, and if he be unable to foUow, or over- 
take them, he perishes alone m the desert ; nnless be should have 
the good fortune to £all in with some other tribes of Indiaas. The 
females are equalTy, or still more, ezposed to the same fate. See 
that very interesting work, " Heatne's Joumey from Hudson's Bay 
to the Northern Ocean." In the high northem latitudes, as the 
same writer infonns us, when the normem Hghts vary their position 
hl the air, they make a rustling and a crackling noise, as alluded to in 
the following poem. 

I. 

Before I see another day, 

Oh let my body die away 1 

In sleep I heard the northem gleams ; 

The stars, they were among my dreams ; 

In rustling conflict through the skies, 

I heard, I saw the flashes drive, 



\ 
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And yet they are upon my eyes, 
And yet I am alive ; 
Before I see another day, 
Oh let my body die away t 

IL 

My fire is dead : it knew no pain ; 

Yet is it dead, and I remain : 

All stiff with ice the ashes lie ; { 

And they are dead, and I will die. 

When I was well, I wished to live, 

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire ; 

But they to me no joy can give, 

No pleasure now, and no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie I 

Alone, I cannot fear to die. 

in. . \ f,, 

Alas ! ye might have dragged me on 
Another day, a single one I ' ^ ^ 

Too soon I yielded to despair ; ' . 

Whydidye listen to myprayer? . " ■ 

When ye were gone my limbs were stronger ; - 
And oh, how grievously I rue, - ' 

That, afterwards, a little longer, 4' 

My friends, I did not follow you ! 
For strong and without pain I lay, 
Dear friends, when ye were gone away. ^'^ 

IV. X r 

My Child 1 they gave thee to another, « "^'^ , r. 

A woman who was not thy mother. / ^' '/^J 

When from my arms my Babe they took, \ / .. "" c 

On me how strangely did he look ! ^ >' '^ 

Through his whole body something ran, 

A most strange woiking did I see ; 

— ^As if he strove to be a man, 

That he might pull the sledge for me : 

And then he stretched his arms, how wild ! 

Oh mercy 1 like a helpless child. 



.-' 
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\ 

V. i . •■ 

My littlc joy I my littlc pride I . ' ' . 

In two days more I must have died. 

Then do not weep and grieve for me ; 

I feel I must have died with thee. ' 

windf that o^er my head art flying ):' 
The way my friends their course did bend, 

1 should not feel the pain of dying, /t ' 
Could I with thee a message send ; 
Too soon, my friends, ye went away ; 
For I had many things to say. 



r 



• t- 



A 



VI. 

m foUow you across the snow ; , 
Ye travel heavily and slow ; Q 

In spite of all my weary pain 
m look upon your tents again. 
— My fire is dead, and snowy white 
The water which beside it stood : 
The wolf has come to me to-night, 
And he has stolen away my food. 
For ever left alone am I ; 
Then wherefbre should I fear to die ? 



VIL 

Young as I am» my course is run, "^ 

I shall not see another sun ; 

I cannot lift my limbs to know 

If they have any life or no. 

My poor forsaken Child, if I -^ "^ 

For once could have thee close to me, 

With happy heart I then would die, 

And my last thought would happy be ; 

But thou, dear Babe, art fax away, 

Nor shall I see another day. 



',> 



<!' 
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THB LAST OF THE FLOCK. 

Compoted 1798. PuUish«d 1798. 

I. 

In distant coantries have I been. 
And yet I have not often aeen 
A healthy man, a man full grown, 
Weep in the public roads, alone. 
But such a one, on English gronnd^ 
And in the broad highway, I met ; 
Along the broad highway he came, 
His cheeks with teais vnxt wet : 
Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad ; 
And in his arms a Lamb he had. 

II. 

He saw me, and he tumed aside, 

As if he wished himself to hide : 

And with his coat did then essay 

To wipe those briny tears away. 

I foliowed him, and said, ^ My friend, 

What ails yoa P wherefore weep yoa so ?" 

— " Shame on me, Sir 1 this lusty Lamb, 

He makes my tears to flow. 

To-day I fetdied him firom the rock ; 

He is the last of all my flock. 

III. 

When I was yonng, a single man, 
And after youthüü follies ran, 
Though little given to care and thought, 
Yet, so it was, an ewe I bought ; 
And other sheep from her I raised, 
As healthy sheep as you might see ; 
And then I married, and was rich 
As I could wish to be ; 
Of sheep I numbered a fuH score. 
And every year increased my store. 
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IV. 

Year alter year my stock it grew ; 

And £rom this one, this single ewe, 

Full fifty comely sheep I raised, 

As fine a flock as ever grazed ! 

Upon the Quantock hills they ftd ; 

They throve, and we at home did thrive : 

— ^This lusty Lamb of all my store 

Is all that is alive ; 

And now I care not if we die, 

And perish all of poverty. 

V. 

Six children, Sir I had I to feed ; 
Hard labour in a time of need ! 
My pride was tamed, and in our grief 
I of the Parish asked relieC 
They said, I was a wealthy man ; 
My sheep upon the uplands fed, 
And it was fit that thence I took 
Whereof to buy us bread. 
* Do this : how can we give to you,' 
They cried, ' what to the poor is due ?* 

VI. 

I sold a sheep, as they had s^d, 
And bought my little children bread, 
And they were healthy with their food ; 
For me — it never did me good. 
A woeftd time it was for me, 
To see the end of all my gains, 
The pretty flock which I had reared 
With all my care and pains, 
To see it melt like snow away — 
For me it was a woefid day. 

VIL 

Another stiU 1 and still another I 
A little lamb^ and then its mother 1 
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It was a vein that never stopped — 

like blood-<lrops from my heait they dropped. 

'Till thirty were not left alive 

They dwindled, dwindled, one by one ; 

And I may say, that many a time 

I wished Uiey all were gone — 

Reckless of what might come at last 

Were but the bitter struggle past. 

VIII. 

To wicked deeds I was inclined. 

And wicked Êmcies crossed my mind ; 

And every man I chanced to see, 

I thought he knew some ill of me : 

No peace, no comfort could I find, 

No ease, within doors or without ; 

And, crazily and wearily 

I went my work about ; 

And oft was moved to flee from home, 

And hide my head where wild beasts roam. 

IX. 

Sir 1 'twas a precious flock to me, 

As dear as my own children be ; 

For daily with my growing store 

I loved my children more and more. 

Alas ! it was an evil time ; 

God cursed me in my sore distress ; 

I prayed, yet every day I thought 

I loved my children less ; 

And every week, and every day, 

My flock it seemed to melt away. 



They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see t 
From ten to five, from five to three, 
A lamb, a wether, and a ewe ; — 
And then at last from three to two ; 
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And, of my fifty, yesterday 

I had but only one : 

And here it lies upon my ann, 

Alas t and I have none ; — 

To-day I fetched it Irom the rock ; 

It is the last of all my flock." 



SIMON LBBy 
THE ou> huntsman; 

WITH AN INCIDBMT IN WHICH HB WAS CONCKRNBD. 
CompoMd 1798. Publuhed 179& 

In the sweet shire of Caidigan, 
Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall, 
An old Man dwells, a little man, — 
Tis said he once was talL 
Full five-and-thirty years he lived 
A running huntsman meny ; 
And still the centre of his cheek 
Is red as a ripe cherry. 

No man like him the hom could sound, 

And hill and valley rang with glee 

When Echo bandied, round and round, 

The haüoo of Simon Lee. 

In those proud days, he little cared 

For husbandry or tillage ; 

To blither tasks did Slmon rouse 

The sleepers of the viUage. 

He all the country could outrun, 

Could leave both man and horse behind ; 

And often, ere the chase was done, 

He reeled, and was stone-blind. 

And still Uiere's something in the world 

At which his heart rejoices ; 

For when the chiming hounds are out 

He dearly loves their voices 1 
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But, oh the heavy change ! — ^bereft 

Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, see ! 

Old Simon to the world is lefl 

In liveried poverty. 

His Master's dead, — and no one now 

Dwells in the Hall of Ivor ; 

Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead ; 

He is the sole survivor. 

And he is lean and he is sick ; 
His body, dwindled and awry, 
Rests upon ankles swoln and thick ; 
His legs are thin and dry. 
He has no son, he has no child, 
His wife, an aged woman, 
Lives with him, near the waterÊdl, 
Upon the village Common. 

Beside their moss-grown hut of day, 
Not twenty paces from the door, 
A scrap of land they have, but they 
Are poorest of the poor. 
This scrap of land he from the heath 
Endosed when he was stronger ; 
Bttt what to them avails the land 
Which he can till no longer ? 

Ofl, working by her Husband's side, 

Ruth does what Simon cannot do ; 

For she, with scanty cause for pride, 

Is stouter of the twa 

And, though you with your utmost ^U 

From labour could not wean them, 

'Tis little, very litüe— all 

That they can do between them. 

Few months of life haa he in store 
As he to you will teil, 
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For still, the more he works, the more 
Do his weak ankles swelL 
My gentle Reader, 2 perceiYe 
How patiently yoif ve waited, 
And now I fear that you expect 
Some tale will be related. 

O Reader 1 had you in your mind 
Sach stores as silent thought can bring, 

gentle Reader I you would iind 
A tale in every thing. 

What more I have to say is short, 
And you must kindly take it : 
It is no tale ; but, should you think, 
Perhaps a tale you'11 make it 

One summer-day I chanced to see 
This old Man doing all he could 
To unearth the root of an old tree^ 
A stump of rotten wood. 
The mattock tottered in his hand ; 
So vain was his endeavour, 
That at the root of the old tree 
He might have worked for ever. 

*'You're overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
Give me your tooi," to him I said ; 
And at the word right gladly he 
Received my proflfered aid. 

1 struck, and with a single blow 
The tangled root I severed, 

At which the poor old Man so long 
And vainly had endeavoured. 

The tears into his eyes were brought, 
And thanks and praises seemed to nm 
So fast out of his heart, I thought 
They never would have dooe. 
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Fve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning, 
Alas ! the gratitude of men 
Hath oftener lelt me mouming. 



THE OLD CÜMBERLAND BBGGAR. 

The dass of Beggars, to which the Old Man here described belonn, 
will probablj soon be eztinct It consisted of poor, and, mosSj, 
old and infirm persons, who confined themselves to a stated lound 
in their neigfaboorhood, and had certain fixed dnys, on which, at 
diffi»ent houses, thej regularly reodved ahns, sometimes in money, 
but mostly in provisions. 

Composed 1798. Pabliahed X798. 

I SAW an aged Beggar in my walk ; 

And he was seated, by the highway side, 

On a low structure of rude masonry 

Built at the foot of a huge hiU, that they 

Who lead their horses down the steep rough load 

May thence remount at ease. The aged Man 

Had placed his staff across the broad smooth stone 

That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag 

All white with floor, the dole of village dames, 

He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one ; 

And scanned them with a fixed and serious look 

Of idle comptttation. In the smi, 

Upon the second step of that small pile, 

Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills, 

He sat, and ate his food in solitude : 

And ever, scattered firom his palsied hand, 

That, still attempting to prevent the waste. 

Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers 

Feil on the ground ; and the small mountain birds, 

Not venturing yet to peck their destined meal, 

Approached within the length of half his staff. 

Him from my childhood have I known ; and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now ; 
He travels on, a solitary Man, 
So helpless in appearance, that for him 
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The sauntering horseman-traveller does not throw 
With careless hand his alms upon the ground, 
But stops, — ^that he may safely lodge the coin 
Within the old Man's hat ; nor quits him so, 
But stil], when he has given his horse the rein, 
Watches the aged Beggar with a look 
Sidelong, and half-reverted. She who tends 
The toU-gate, when in summer at her door 
She tums her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work, 
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass. 
The post-boy, when his rattling wheels o'ertake 
The aged Beggar in the woody lane, 
Shouts to him from behind ; and, if perchance 
The old man does not change his.course, the boy 
Tums with less noisy wheels to the roadside, 
And passes gently by, without a curse 
Upon his lips, or anger at his heart 

He travels on, a solitary Man ; 
His age has no companion. On the ground 
His eyes are tumed, and, as he moves along, 
T^ move along the ground ; and, evermore, 
Instead of Nature's hir variety, 
Her ample scope of hill and dale, of clouds 
And the blue sky, the same short span of earth 
Is aU his prospect When the little birds 
Flit over him, if their quick shadows strike 
Across his path, he does not lift his head 
Like one whose thoughts have been unsettled. So, 
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground, 
He plies his weary joumey ; seeing still, 
And seldom knowing that he sees, some straw, 
Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one track, 
The nails of cart or chariot-wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road, — in the same line, 
At distance still the same. Poor Traveller I 
His stafftrails with him ; scarcely do his feet 
Disturb the summer dust ; he is so stiU 
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In look and modon, tfaat the cottage cnrs, 
Ere he has passed the door, will torn away, 
Weary of baridng at him. Boys and giiis, 
The vacant and the busy, maids and youths, 
And oxchins newly breeched — all pass him by : 
Him even the 8low*paced waggon leaves behind. 

But deern not this Man useless. — Statesmen 1 ye 
Who are so restless in yoor wisdom, ye 
Who have a broom still ready in your hands 
To rid the world of nuisances ; ye proud, 
Heart-^wofai, while in your pride ye contemplate 
Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem him not 
A burthen of the earth ! Tis Nature's law 
That none, the meanest of created things. 
Of forms created the most vile and brute, 
The dullest or most noxious, should exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse of good, 
A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Inseparably linked. Then be assored 
The feast of all can ought — ^that ever owned 
The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime 
Whkh man is bom to--sink, howe'er depressed, 
So low as to be scomed without a sin ; 
Without offence to God cast out of view ; 
Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower 
Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement 
Wom out and wortfaless. While frtun door to door, 
This old Man creeps, the villagers m him 
Behold a record which together binds 
Past deeds and offices of charity, 
Else unremembered, and so keeps alive 
The Idndly mood in hearts which lapse of years, 
And that half>wisdom half-experience gives, 
Make slow to fèel, and by sure steps resign 
To selfishness and cold oblivious cares. 
Among the £arms and solitary huts, 
Hamlets and thinly>scattered villages, 
Where'er the aged Beggar takes his rounds, 



THB OLD CITMBBRLAND BEQQAR. 31 

The mild neeessity of use compels 

To acta of love ; and babit does the voik 

Of reason ; yet prepares that ajfter-joy 

Which reason cherishes. And thus Üie soitl, 

By that sweet taste of pleasare unpuisued, 

Doth find herself insensibly disposed 

To virtue and tnie goodness. 

Some there arc^ 
By their good works exalted, lofiy minds 
And meditative, authors of delight 
And happiness, which to the end of time 
WiU live, and spread, and kindie. Minds like these 
In childhood, from this solitary Being, 
Or from like wandeier, haply have received 
(A thing more precious fer than all that booka 
Or the solicitudes of love can do !) 
That fixst mild touch of sympathy and thought^ 
In which they found their kindred with a world 
Where want and soxrow were. The easy man 
Who sits at bis own door, — and, like the pear 
That overbaikgs bis head from the green wall, 
Feeds in the sunshine ; the robast and young, 
The prosperous and unthinking, they who live 
Sheltered, and flotuish in a little grove 
Of their own kindred ; — aU behold in him 
A stlent monitor, which on their minds 
Must needs impress a transitory thought 
Of self-congratulation, to the heart 
Of each recalling bis peculiar boons, 
His charters and exemptions ; and, perchaao^ 
Though be to no one give the fortitude 
And ciicumspection needful to preserve 
His present blessings, and to husband op 
The respite of the seascm, he, at least, 
And 'tis no vulgar service, makes them feh. 

Yet further.— Many, I believe, there are 
Who live a iife of virtuous decency, 
Men who can hear the Decalogue and ieel 
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No self-reproach ; who of the moral law 

Established in the land where they abide 

Are strict observers ; and not negligent 

In acts of love to those with whom they dweil, 

Their kindred, and the children of their blood. 

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace ! 

— But of the poor man ask, the abject poor ; 

Go, and demand of him, if there be here 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds, 

And these inevitable charities, 

Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ? 

No— man is dear to man ; the poorest poor 

Long fbr some moments in a weary life 

When they can know and feel that they have been, 

Themselves, the Cathers and the dealers-out 

Of some small blessings ; have been kind to such 

As needed kindness, for this single cause, 

That we have all of us one human heart 

— Such pleasure is to one kind Being known, 

My neighbour, when with punctual care, each week 

Duly as Friday comes, though pressed herself 

By her own wants, she from her store of meal 

Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 

Of this old Mendicant, and, firom her door 

Retuming with exhilarated heart, 

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in heaven. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And while in that vast solitude to which 
The tide of things has bome him, he appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of Heaven 
Has hung around him : and, while life is his, 
Still let him prompt the unlettered villagets 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
— ^Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 
The freshness of the valleys ; let his blood 
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Stniggle with frosty air and winter snows ; 
And let the chartered wind that sweeps the heath 
Beat his grey locks against his withered ütce. 
Reverence the hope whose vital anxiousness 
Gives the last human interest to his heart 
May never House, misnamed of Industry, 
Make him a captive ! — ^for that pent-up din, 
Those life-consuming sounds that dog the air, 
Be his the natural silence of old age 1 
Let him be free of mountain solitudes ; 
And have around him, whether heard or not, 
The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 
Few are his pleasures : if his eyes have now 
Been doomed so long to settle upon earth 
That not without some efTort they behold 
The countenance of the horizontal sun. 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs. 
And let him, wkeré and wk^n he will, sit down 
Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with the little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal ; and, finally, 
As in the eye of Nature he has lived, 
So in the eye of Nature let him die 1 



ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY AND DBCAY. 

Compoeed 1798. Pnblished 1798. 

The little hedgerow birds, 
That peck along the road, regard him not 
He travels on, and in his face, his step, 
His gait, is one expression : every limb» 
His look and bending (igure, all bespeak 
A man who does not move with pain, but moves 
With thought — He is insensibly subdued 
To settled quiet : he is one by whom 
All effort seems forgotten ; one to whom 
Long patience hath such mild composure given, 

c 
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That patience now doth seem a thing of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so perfect that the young behold 
Wiüi envy, what the Old Man hardly feels. 



FROM THE PROLOGUE TD 

PETER BELL. 

Composed Z798. PublUMd 18x9. 

There was a time when all mankind 
Did listen with a faith sincere 
To tanefiil tongues in mystery versed ; 
TAen Poets feariessly rehearsed 
The wonders of a wild career. 

Go— (but the world's a sieepy world, 
And 'tis, I fear, an age too late) 
Take with you some ambitious Youth ! 
For, restless Wanderer t I, in truth, 
Am all unfit to be your mate. 

Long have I loved what I behold, 

The night that calms, the day that cheers ; 

The common growth of mother-earth 

Suffices me — ^her tears, her mirth, 

Her humblest mirth and tears. 

The dragon's wing, the magie ring, 
I shall not covet for my dower, 
If I along that lowly way 
With sympathetic heart may stray, 
And with a soul of power. 

These given, what more need I desire 
To stir, to soothe, or elevate ? 
What nobler mar\-els than the mind 
May in lifc's daily prospect find, 
May find or there create ? 
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A potent wand doth Sorrow wield ; 
What spell so strong as guilty Fear ! 
Repentance is a tender Sprite ; 
If aught on earth have heavenly might, 
'Tis lodged within her silent tear. 



He roved among the vales and streams, 
In the green wood and hollow dell ; 
They were his dwellings night and day,- 
But Nature ne'er could find the way 
Into the heart of Peter BelL 

In 'vain, through every changefiil year, 
Did Nature lead him as before ; 
A primrose by a rivex's brim 
A yellow primrose was to him, 
And it was nothing more. 



At noon, when, by the foresfs edge 
He lay beneath the branches high, 
The soft blue sky did never melt 
Into his heart ; he never feit 
The witchery of the soft blue sky I 

On a Êiir prospect some have looked 
And feit, as I have heard them say, 
As if the moving time had been 
A thing as steadfast as the scène 
On which they gazed themselves away. 



Though Nature could not touch his heart 
By lovely fonns, and silent weather, 
And tender sounds, yet you might see 
At once, that Peter Bell and she 
Had often been together. 
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A savage wildness round him hung 
As of a dweller out of doors ; 
In his whole figure and his mien 
A savage chaiacter was seen 
Of mountains and of dreary moors. 

To all the unshaped half-human thoughts 

Which solitary Nature feeds 

'Mid summer storms or winter's ice, 

Had Peter joined whatever vice 

The cruel city breeds. 

His face was keen as is the wind 
That cuts along the hawthom-fence ; 
Of courage you saw little there, 
But, in its stead, a medley air 
Of cunning and of impudence. 

He had a dark and sidelong walk, 
And long and slouching was his gait ; 
Beneath his loojcs so bare and bold, 
You might perceive, his spirit cold 
Was playing with some inward bait 



There was a hardness in his cheek, 
There was a hardness in his eye, 
As if the man had fixed his foce, 
In many a solitary place, 
Against the wind and open sky I 



LINES W RITTEN IN EARLY SPRING. 

Compoeed 1798. Pablished X798. 

I HEARD a thousand blended notes, 
While in a grove I saté reclined, 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 
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To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran ; 
And much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower, 
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths ; 
And 'tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopped and played, 
Their thoughts I cannot measure : — 
But the least motion which they made, 
It seemed a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan, 
To catch the breezy air ; 
And I must think, do all I can, 
That there was pleasure there. 

If I these thoughts may not prevent, 
If such be Nature's holy plan. 
Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man ? 



TO MY SISTER. 

Composed 1798. Published 1798. 

IT is the first mild day of March : 
Each minute sweeter than before, 
The redbreast sings from the tall larch 
That stands beside our door. 

There is a blessing in the air, 
Which seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees and mountains bare, 
And grass in the green field. 
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My sister 1 Ctis a wish of mine) 
Now that our moming meal is done, 
Make haste, your moming task resign ; 
Come forth and feel the sun. 

Edward will come with you ; and pray 
Put on with speed your woodland dress ; 
And bring no book : for this one day 
We^U give to idleness. 

No joyous forms shall r^^ulate 
Our living calendar : 
We from to-day, my friend, will date 
The opening of the year. 

Love, now a universal birth, 
From heart to heart is stealing, 
From earth to man, from man to earth, 
It is the hour of feeling. 

One moment now may give us more 

Than fifty years of reason : 

Our minds shall drink at every pore 
The spirit of the season. 

Some silent laws our hearts will make, 
Which they shall long obey : 
We for the year to come may take 
Our temper from to-day. 

And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below, above, 
We'll frame the measure of our souls : 
They shall be tomed to love. 

Then come, my sister 1 come, I pray, 
With speed put on your woodland dress ; 
And bring no book : for this one day 
We'U give to idleness. 
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EXPOSTULATION AND RBPLY, 

Composed 1798. Publiiihed 1798. 

" Why, William, on that old grey stone, 
Thus for the length of half a day, 
Why, William, sit you thus alone, 
And dream your time away ? 

Where are your books ?— that light bequeathed 
To Beings else forlom and blind ! 
Up 1 up 1 and drink the spirit breathed 
From dead men to their kind. 

You look round on your Mother Earth, 
As if she for no purpose bore you ; 
As if you were her first-bom birth, 
And none had lived before you ! " 

One moming thus, by Esthwaite lake, 
When life was sweetj I knew not why, 
To me my good friend Matthew spake, 
And thus I made reply. 

" The eye — it cannot choose but see ; 
We cannot bid the ear be still ; 
Our bodies feel, where*er they be, 
Against or with our will. 

Nor less I deem that there are Powers 
Which of themselves our minds impress ; 
That we can feed this mind of ours 
In a wise passiveness. 

Think you, 'mid all this mighty sum 
Of things for ever speaking, 
That nothing of itself will come, 
But we must still be seeking ? 
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— ^Then ask not wherefore, here, alone, 

Conversing as I may, 

I sit upon this old grey stone, 

And dream my time away." 



THE TABLES TURNBD. 

AN BVENING SCENK ON THE SAMB SUBJECT. 
Compoeed 1798. PaUuhed 1798^ 

Up I up ! my Friend, and quit your books ; 
Or surely you*ll grow doublé : 
Up I up I my Friend, and clear your looks ; 
Why all this toil and trouble ? 

The sun, above the mountain's head, 

A freshening lustre mellow 

Through all the long green fields has spread, 

His first sweet evening yellow. 

Books ! 'tis a duU and endless strife : 
Come, hear the woodland linnet, 
How sweet his music 1 on my life, 
There's more of wisdom in it O 



■^ 



And hark ! how blithe the throstle sings ! 
He, too, is no mean preacher : 
Come forth into the Üght of things, 
Let Nature be your teacher. 

She has a world of ready wealth, 
Our minds and hearts to bless — 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by healtb, 
Truth breathed by cheerAdness. 

One impulse from a vemal wood 
May teach you more of man. 
Of moral e vil and of good, 
Than all the sages can. 
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Sweet is the lore which Nature brings ; 
Our meddling intellect 
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things : — 
We murider to dissect 

Enough of Science and of Art ; 
Close up those barren leaves ; 
Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 



LINES, 

COMPOSSD A FEW MILES ABOVB TINTERN ABBEY» ON REVISITING 
THE BANKS OF THE WTS DURING A TOCJR, (*) 

JULY 13, 1798. 

Composed X798. PaUishfid 1798. 

FiVE years have past ; five stunmers, with the length 

Of Bye long winters ! and again I hear 

These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs 

With a soft inland murmur. — Once again 

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 

That on a wild secluded scène impress 

Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and connect 

The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 

The day is come when I again repose 

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, 

Which at this season, with their unripe fhiits, 

Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 

'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 

These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 

Of sportive wood run wild : these pastoral farms, 

Green to the very door ; and wreaths of smoke 

Sent up, in silence, from among the trees I 

With some uncertain notice, as might seem 

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 

Or of some Hermif s cave, where by his fire 

The Hermit sits alone. 
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These beaatecms fonns, 
Through a long absence, have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye : 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Feit in the blood, and feit along the heart ; 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration : — ^feeUngs too 
Of unremembered pleasure : such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial infiuence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 
To them I may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime ; that blessed mood, 
In which the burthen of the mystery, 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 
Is lightened : — ^that serene and blessed mood, 
In which the affections gently lead us on, — 
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 
While with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
We see into the life of things. 

Ifthis 
Be but a vain belief yet, oh I how oft — 
In darkness and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight ; when the fretftil stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart — 
How oft, in spirit, have I tumed to thee, 
O sylvan Wye ! Üiou wanderer thro' the woods, 
How often T^s my spirit tumed to thee 1 
And now, with gleams of half;«xtinguished thought, 
With many recognitions dim and faint. 



TINTERN ABBBY, 43 

And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 

The picture of the mind revives again : 

While here I stand, not only with the sense 

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 

That in this moment there is life and food 

For future ytSLrs. And so I dare to hope, 

Though chïmged, no doubt, from what I was when first 

I came among these hills ; when like a roe 

I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 

Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 

Wherever nature led : more like a man 

Flying from something that he dreads, than one 

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 

(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 

And their glad animal movements all gone by) 

To me was all in alL — I cannot paint 

What then I was. The sounding cataract 

Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock, 

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 

Their colours and their forms, were then to me 

An appetite ; a feeling and a love, 

That had no need of a remoter charm, 

By thought suppÜed, nor any interest 

Unborrowed from the eye. — That time is past. 

And all its aching joys are now no more, 

And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 

Faint I, nor moum nor murmur ; other gifts 

Have foliowed ; for such loss, I would believe, 

Abundant recompense. For I have leamed 

To look on nature, not as in the hour 

Of thoughtless youth ; but hearing oftentimes 

The still, sad music of humanity. 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 

To chasten and su ljd ue. And I have feit 

A presence that disturbs me with the joy 

Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 

Of something far more deeply interfused, 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round ocean and the living air, 
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And the blue sky, and in the mind of man : 
A motion and a spirit, that impels 
AU thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
And roUs through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
And mountains ; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth ; of aU the mighty worid 
Of eye, and ear, — ^both what they half create, 
And what perceive ; well pleased to recognise 
In nature and the language of the sense, 
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. 

Nor perchance, 
If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay : 
For thou art with me here upon the banks 
^ Of this fair river ; thou my dearest Friend, 
My dear, dear Fdend ; and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh I yet a little while 
May I behold in thee what I was once, 
My dear, dear Sister I and this prayer I make 
Knowing that Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her ; 'tis her privilege 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy : for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 
The dreary intercourse of daily life, 
Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitary waUc ; 
And let the misty mountain-winds be free 



/ 



/ 
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To blow against thee : and, in aftter years, 

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 

Into a sober pleasure ; when thy mind 

Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, 

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh I then, 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grie^ 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 

And these my exhortations I Nor, perchance — 

If I should be where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 

Of past existence — ^wilt thou then forget 

That on the banks of this delightfïil stream 

We stood together ; and that I, so long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came 

Unwearied in that service : rather say 

With warmer love — oh 1 with far deeper zeal 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget, 

That after many wanderings, many years 

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 

More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake I 



> 



1799. 
THB SIMPLON PASS. H 

CompoMd Z799. Published 1845. 

Brook and road 

Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy Pass, 
And with them did we joumey several hours 
At a slow step. The immeasurable height 
Of woods decaying, never to be decayed, 
The stationary blasts of waterfalls, 
And in the narrow rent, at every turn, 
Winds thwarting winds bewildered and forlom, 
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The torrents shooting hom the clear blue sky, 
The rodcs that muttered close upon our ears, 
Black drizzling crags that spake by the wayside 
As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 
And giddy prospect of the raving stream, 
The unfettered douds and region of the heavens, 
Tumult and peace, the darkness and the light — 
Were all like workings of one niind, the features 
Of the same Êice, blossoms upon one tree, 
Chaiacters of the great Apocalypse, 
The types and symbols of Etemity, 
Of first, and last, and midst, and without end. 



INPLUBNCB OF NATURA L OBJECTS 

IN CALLING FORTH AND STRSNOTHBNINO THE IICAGINATION IN 
fiOYHOOD AND EARLT YOUTH. (^) 

Composed 1799. Published 1809. 

Wisdom and Spirit of the universe ! 
Thou Soul, that art the Etemity of thought ! 
And giv'st to forms and images a breath 
And everiasting motion ! not in vain, 
By day or star-light, thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood didst Üiou intertwine for me 
The passions that build up our human soul ; 
Not with the mean and viilgar works of Man ; 
But with high objects, with enduring things, 
With life and nature ; purifying thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought, 
And sanctifying by such discipline 
Both pain and fear, — until we recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 

Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me 
With stinted Idndness. In November days, 
When vapours rolling down the valleys made 
A lonely scène more lonesome ; among woods 
At noon ; and mid the calm of summer nights, 
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When, by the margin of the trembling lake, 

Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I went 

In solitude, such intercourse was mine : 

Mine was it in the fields both day and night, 

And by the waters, all the summer long. 

And in the frosty season, when the sun 

Was set, and, visible for many a mile, 

The cottage-windows through the twilight blazed, 

I heeded not the summons. Happy time 

It was indeed for all of us ; for me 

It was a time of rapture I Clear and loud 

The village-dock (•) tolled six — I wheeled about, 

Proud and exultihg like an untired horse 

Tliat cares not for his home. — ^AU shod with steel 

We hissed along the polished ice, in games 

Confederate, imitative of the chase 

And woodland pleasures, — ^the resounding hom, 

The pack loud-chiming, and the hunted hare. 

So through the darkness and the cold we flew, 

And not a voice was idle. With the din 

Smitten, the precipices rang aloud ; 

The leafless trees and every icy crag 

Tinkled like iron ; while far-distant hills 

Into the tumult sent an alien sound 

Of melancholy, not unnoticed while the stars 

Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west 

The orange sky of evening died away. 

Not seldom from the uproar I retired 
Into a silent bay, or sportively 
Glanced sideway, leaving the ttmiultuous throng, 
To cut across the reflex of a star ; 
Image, that, flying still before me, gleamed 
Upon the glassy plain : and oftentimes, 
WTien we had given our bodies to the wind, 
And all the shadowy banks on either side 
Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still 
The rapid line of motion, then at once 
Have I, redining back upon my heels, 
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Stopped short ; yet still the solitary diffs 
Wheeled by me— even as if the earth had roUed 
With visible motion her diumal round 1 
Behind me did they stretch in solemn train, 
Feebier and feebier, and I stood and watched 
Till all was tranquil as a summer sea. 



''THERB WAS A BOYJ* 

Compoted 1799. Published x8oo. 

There was a Boy ; ye knew him well, ye cliffs 
And islands of Winander ! many a time, 
At evening, when the earliest stars began 
To move along the edges of the hills, 
Rising or setting, would he stand alone, 
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake ; 
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm and to his mouth 
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument^ 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls, 
That they might answer him. — And they would shout 
ry Across the watery vale, and shout again, 

Responsive to his call, — with quivering peals, 
t And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud 
Redoubled and redoubled ; concourse wild 
j.^ Of mirth and jocimd din I And, when there came a pause 
Q t -^^ Of silence such as baffled his best skill ; 

y Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung 

Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
Has carried fa{;Jnto hisjie^ the voice 
Of mountain torrents ; or the visible scène 
Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks, 
lts woods, and that uncertain heaven received 
Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

This boy was taken from his mates, and died 
In childhood, ere he was full twelve years old. 
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Fair is the spot, most beautifiil the vale 

Where he was bom and bred : the church-yard hangs 

Upon a slope above the village school ; (^®) 

And through that church-yard when my way has led 

On summer evenings, I believe, that there 

A long half-hour together I have stood 

Mute — ^looking at the grave in which he lies 1 



NÜTTING. 

Composed 1799. Pablished x8oo. 

It seems a day 

(I speak of one from many singled out) 

One of those heavenly days that cannot die ; . 

When, in the eagerness of boyish hope, 

I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth 

With a huge wallet o'er my shoulder slung, 

A nutting-crook in hand ; and tumed my step 

ToVrd some far-<listant wood, (") a Figure quaint, 

Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds 

Which for that service had been husbanded, 

By exhortation of my frugal Dame — 

Motley accoutrement, of power to smile 

At thoms, and brakes, and brambles, — and, in truth, 

More raggèd than need was ! 0'er pathless rocks, 

Through beds of matted fem and tangled thickets, 

Forcing my way, I came to one dear nook 

Unvisited, where not a broken bough 

Drooped with its withered leaves, ungracious sign 

Of devastation ; but the hazels rosé 

Tall and erect, with milk-white clusters hung, 

A virgin scène J — ^A littie while I stood, 

Breathing with such suppression of the heart 

As joy delights in ; and, with wise restraint 

Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed 

The banquet ; — or beneath the trees I saté 

Among the flowers, and with the üowers I played ; 

A temper known to those, who, after long 

D 
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And weary expectatioOf have been biest 

With sudden happiness beyond all hope. 

Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves 

The violets of five seasons re-appear 

And fade, unseen by any human eye ; 

Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on 

For ever ; and I saw the sparkling foam, 

And — ^with my cheek on one of those green stones 

That, fleeced with moss, under the shady trees, 

Lay round me, scattered like a flock of sheep — 

I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound, 

In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay 

Tribute to ease ; and, of its joy secure, 

The heart luxuriates with indifferent things, 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones, 

And on the vacant air. Then up I rosé, 

And dragged to earth both brandi and bough, with crash 

And merciless ravage : and the shady nook 

Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower, 

Defonned and sullied, patiently gave up 

Their quiet being : and, unless I now 

Confound my present feelings with the past ; 

Ere from the mutilated bower I tumed 

Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings, 

I feit a sense of pain when I beheld 

The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky, — 

Then, dearest Maiden, move along these shades 

In gendeness of heart ; with gentle hand 

Touch — ^for there is a spirit in the woods. 



''STRANGB FITS OP PASSION HAVE 

I KNOWN.'' (») 

Composed 1799. Pttbliahed 1800. 

Strange fits of passion have I known : 

And I will dare to teil, 

But in the Lovei's ear alone, 

What once to me befell 
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When she I loved was strong and gay, 
And like a rosé in June, 
I to her cottage bent my way, 
Beneath an evening-moon. 



>■ Upon the moon I fixed my eye, 

All over the wide lea ; 
I With quickening pace my horse drew nigh 

Those paths so dear to me. 

And now we reached the orchard-plot ; 
And, as we dimbed the hill, 
The sinking moon to Lucy's cot 
Came near, and nearer stilL 

In one of those sweet dreams I slept, 
Kind Nature's gentlest boon ! 
And all the while my eyes I kept 
On the descending moon. 

My horse moved on ; hoof after hoof 
He raised, and never stopped : 
When down behind the cottage roof, 
At once, the bright moon dropped. 

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide 

Into a Lovei's head I 
" O mercy 1 " to myself I cried, 
^ If Lucy should be dead I " 

''THREB YB ARS SHE GRBW IN SUN 
AND SHOWER." 

Compoted 1799. Pubtished z8oo. 

Three years she grew in smi and shower, 
Then Nature said, " A lovelier flower 
On earth was never sown ; 
This Child I to myself will take ; 
She shall be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 
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Myself will to my darling be 

Both law and impulse : and with me 

The Girl, in rock and plain, 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower, 

Shall feel an overseeing power 

To Idndle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs ; 
And hers shall be the breathing bahn, 
And hers the silence and the calm 
Of mute insensate things. 

The floating clouds their state shall lend 

To her ; for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 

Even in the motions of the Storm 

Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form 

By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 

To her ; and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place 

Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 

And beauty bom of murmuring sound 

Shall pass into her face. ^ 

And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to stately height, 

Her virgin bosom swell ; 

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give 

While she and I together live 

Hcre in this happy dell." 

Thus Nature spake. — ^The work was done — 

How soon my Luc/s race was run 1 

She died, and left to me 

This heatli, this calm, and quiet scène ; 

The memory of what has been 

And never more will be. 



i 
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"SHJ2 DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS." 

Compoeed X799. Published 1800. 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 

Beside the sprmgs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise, 

And very few to love ; 

A violet by a mossy stone 

Half-hidden from the eye 1 
Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and, oh, 

The difference to me ! 



«ƒ TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN/* 

Compoeed 1799. Publbhed 1800. 

I TRAVELLED among unknown men, 

In lands beyond the sea ; 
Nor, England ! did I know till then 

What love I bore to thee. 

'Tis past, that melancholy dream ! 

Nor will I quit thy shore 
A second time ; for still I seem 

To love thee more and more. 

Among thy mountains did I feel 

The joy of my desire ; 
And she I cherished turned her wheel 

Beside an English fire. 

Thy momings showed, thy nights concealed 
The bowers where Lucy played ; 

And thine is too the last green field 
That Lucy*s eyes surveyed. 
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•M SLÜMBSR DID MY SPIRIT SEAL." 

Compoted f799. Pnblislied i8oa 

A SLUMBER did my spirit seal ; 

I had no human fears : 
She seemed a thing that could not fed 

The touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now, no fbrce ; ^ 

She neither hears nor sees ; 
RoUed round in earth's dinmal course^ 

With rocks, and stones, and trees. 

A POBTS EPITAPH. 

Compoeed 1799. Pabliahed sSoa 

Art thou a Statesman in the van 
Of public conflicts tiained and bred ? 
— First learn to love one living man ; 
T^n ma/st thou think upon the dead. 

A Lawyer art thou ?•— draw not nigh t 
Go, carry to some fitter place 1 

The keenness of that practised eye, ' 

The hardness of that sallow iace. 

Art thou a Man of purple cheer? ( '\ 

A rosy Man, right plump to 8ee_? . 
Approach ; yet, Doctor,liót too near, (^^} 
This grave no cushion is for thee. 

Or art thou one of gallant pride, 
A Soldier and no man of chaff ? 

Wdcome I — ^but lay thy sword aside, 4 

, And lean upon a peasant's staff. 

Physidan art thou ? <me, all eyes, 
Philosopher ! a fingering slave, 
One that would peep and botanise 
Upon his mothei's grave ? 
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Wrapt dosely in thy sensual fleece, 
O turn aside, — ^and take, I pray, 
That he below may rest in peace, 
Thy ever-dwindling soul, away ! 

A Moralist perchance appears ; 
Led, Heaven knows how I to this poor sod : 
And he has neither eyes nor ears ; 
Himself his world, and his own God ; 

One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can cling 
Nor form, nor feeling, great or small ; 
A reasoning, self-sufficing thing, 
An intellectual All-in-all I 

Shut close the door ; press down the latch ; 
Sleep in thy intellectual crust ; 
Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch 
Near this unprofitable dust 

But who is He, with modest looks, | 

And dad in homely russet brown ? 
He murmurs near the running brooks 
A music sweeter than their own. 

He is retired as noontide dew, 
Or fountain in a noon-day grove ; 
And you must love him, ere to you 
He will seem worthy of your love. 

The ontward shows of sky and earth, 
Of hill and valley, he has viewed ; 
And impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him in solitude. 

In common things that round us lie 
Some random truths he can impart, — 
The harvest of a quiet eye 
That broods and sleeps on his own heart 
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But he is weak ; both Man and Boy, 
Hath been an idler in the land ; 
Contented if he might enjoy 
The things which others understand. 

— Come hither in thy hour of strength ; 
Come, weak as is a breaking wave I 
Here stretch thy body at f uil length ; 
Or build thy house upon this grave. 



MATTHBW.(}*) 

Composed 1799. Pnbliahed 180a 

If Nature, for a favourite child, 
In thee hath tempered so her clay, 
That every hour thy heart runs wild, 
Yet never once doth go astiay, 

Read o'er these lines ; and then review 
This tablet, that thus humbly rears 
In such diversity of hue 
lts history of two hundred years. 

— When through this little wreek of fame, 
Cipher and syllable I thine eye 
Has travelled down to Matthew's name, 
Pause with no common sympathy. 

And, if a sleeping tear should wake, 
Then be it neither checked nor stayed : 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which for himself he had not made. 

Poor Matthew, all his frolics o^er, 
Is silent as a standing pool : 
Far fh)m the chimne/s merry roar, 
And murmur of the village school. 
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The sighs which Matthew heaved were sighs 
Of one tired out with fiin and madness ; 
The tears which came to Matthew's eyes 
Were tears of Hght, the dews of gladness. 

Yet, sometimes, when the secret cup 
Of still and serious thought went round, 
It seemed as if he drank it up — 
He feit with spirit so profound. 

— ^Thou soul of God's best earthly mould ! 
Thou happy soul ! and can it be 
That these two words of glittering gold 
Are all that must remain of thee ? 



THE FOUNTAIN. 

A CONVERSATION. 
Compooed 1799. Published z8oo. 

We talked with open heart, and tongue 
AfTectionate and true, 
A pair of friends, though I was young, 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneath a spreading oak, 
Beside a mossy seat ; 
And from the turf a fountain broke. 
And gurgled at our feet 

" Now, Matthew ! " said I, "let us match 
This water's pleasant tune 
With some old Border song, or catch, 
That suits a sununer's noon ; 

Or of the church clock and the chimes 
Sing here beneath the shade, 
That half-mad thing of witty rhymes 
Which you last April made ! " 



58 SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed, 
The spring beneath the tree ; 
And thus the dear old man replied, 
The grey-haired man of glee : 

<< No check, no stay, this Streamlet fears ; 
How merrily it goes ! 
'Twill murmur on a thousand years, 
And flow as now it flows. 

And here, on this delightful day, . 
I cannot choose but think 
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay 
Beside this fountain's brink. 

My eyes are dim with childish tears, 
My heart is idly stirred, 
For the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard. 

Thus fiu'es it still in our decay : 
And yet the wiser mind 
Moums less for what age takes away 
Than what it leaves beliind. 

The blackbird amid leafy trees, 
The lark above the hill. 
Let loose their carols when they please, 
Are quiet when they will. 

With Nature never do ihey wage 
A fbolish strife ; they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is beautihil and free : 

But we are pressed by heavy laws ; 
And often, glad no more, 
We wear a face of joy, because 
We have been glad of yore. 
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If there be one who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earth, 
The household hearts that were his own ; 
It is the man of mirth. 

My daySy my Friend, are almost gone, 
My life has been appmved, 
And many love me ; but by none 
Am I enough beloved." 

" Now both himself and me he wrongs, 
The man who thus complains ! 
I live and sing my idle songs 
Upon these happy plains ; 

And, Matthew, for thy children dead 
ril be a son to thee I '' 
At this he grasped my hand, and said, 
*'Alasl that cannot be." 

We rosé up from the fountain-side ; 
And down the smooth descent 
Of the green sheep-track did we glide ; 
And through the wood we went ; 

And, ere we came to Leonard's rock, 
He sang those witty rhymes 
About the crazy old church-dock. 
And the bewildered chimes. 



THB TWO APRIL MORNINGS. 

CompoMd 1799. Poblished 1800. 

We walked along, while bright and red 
Uprose the moming sun : 
And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said, 
« The wiU of God be done I » 
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A village schoolmaster was he, 
With hair of glittering grey ; 
As blithe a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that moming, through the grass, 
And by the steaming rills, 
We travelled merrily, to pass 
A day among the hills. 

" Out woik," said I, " was well begun ; 
Then, from thy breast what thought, 
Beneath so beautiful a sun, 
So sad a sigh has brought ? " 

A second time did Matthew stop ; 
And fixing stiU his eye 
Upon the eastem mountain-top, 
To me he made reply : 

'* Yon cloud with that long purple deft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this which I have left 
Full thirty years behind. 

And on that slope of springing corn 
The self-same crimson hue, 
Feil from the sky, that April mom, 
The same which now I view. 

With rod and line I sued the sport 
Which that sweet season gave, 
And, to the churchyard come, stopped short 
Beside my daughtei^s grave. 

Nine simimers had she scarcely seen, 
The pride of all the vale ; 
And then she sang ; — ^she would have been 
A very nightingale. 
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Six feet in earth my Emma lay ; 
And yet I loved her more, 
For so it seemed, than till that day 
I e'er had loved before. 

And turning from her grave, I met, 
Beside the churchyard yew, 
A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet 
With points of moming dew. 

A basket on her head she bare ; 
Her brow was smooth and white : 
To see a child so very fair, 
It was a pure delight ! 

No fountain from its rocky cave 
E'er tripped with foot so free ; 
She seemed as happy as a wave 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from me a sigh of pain 
Which I could ill confine ; 
I looked at her, and looked again : 
And did not wish her mine." 

Matthew is in his grave, yet now, 
Methinks, I see him stand, 
As at that moment, with a bough 
Of wilding in his hand. 



ADDRBSS TO THB SCHOLARS OP THE 
VILLAGB SCHOOL OP . (») 

Compoeed 1799. Published 1845. 

I COME, ye litde noisy Crew, 
Not long your pastime to prevent ; 
I heard the blessing which to you 
Our common Friend and Father sent O') 
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l kissed his cheek before he died ; 
And when his breath was fled, 
I raised, while kneeling by his side, 
His hand : — it dropped like lead. 
Your hands, dear Little-ones, do all 
That can be done, will never Êül 
Like his till they are dead. 
By night or day blow foul or fair, 
Ne'er will the best of all your train 
Play with the locks of his white hair, 
Or stand between his knees again. 

Here did he sit confined for hours ; 
But he could see the woods and plains, 
Could hear the wind and mark the showers 
Come streaming down the streaming panes. 
Now stretched beneath his grass-green mound 
He rests a prisoner of the ground. 
He loved the breathing air, 
He loved the sun, but if it rise 
Or set, to him where now he lies, 
Brings not a moment's care. 
Alas I what idle words ; but take 
The Dirge which for our Master's sake 
And yours, love prompted me to make. 
The rhymes so homely in attire 
With leamed ears may ill agree, 
But chanted by your Orphan Quire 
Will make a touching melody. 



DIRGE. 

Moum, Shepherd, near thy old grey stone ; 
Thou Angler, by the silent flood ; 
And moum when thou art all alone, 
Thou Woodman, in the distant wood f 

Thou one blind Sailor, rich in joy 
Though blind, thy tunes in sadness hum ; 
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And moum, thou poor half-witted Boy ! 
Born deaf, and living deaf and dumb. 

Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Guide 
Who checked or tumed thy headstrong youth, 
As he before had sanctified 
Thy infancy with heavenly truth. 

Ye Striphngs, light of heart and gay, 

Bold settlers on some foreign shore, 

Give, when your thoughts are tumed this way, 

A sigh to him whom we deplore. 

For us who here in funeral strain 
With one accord our voices raise, 
Let sorrow overcharged with pain 
Be lost in thankfiilness and praise. 

And when our hearts shall feel a sting 
From ill we meet or good we miss, 
May touches of his memory bring 
Fond healing, like a mother's kiss. 



1800. 

"ON NATÜRB*S INVITATION DO I COME,"* (") 

Composed x8oo. Published 1850. 

On Nature's invitation do I come, 

By Reason sanctioned. Can the choice mislead, 

That made the calmest, fairest spot on earth, 

With all its unappropriated good, 

My own, and not mine only, for with me 

Entrenched — say rather peacefiilly embowered — 

Under yon orchard, in yon humble cot, 

A younger orphan of a Name extinct, 

The only daughter of my parents dwells : 

Aye think on that, my heart, and cease to stir ; 
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Pausë upon that, and let the breathing frame 

No longer breathe, but all be satisfiecL 

Oh, if such silence be not thanks to God 

For what hath been bestowed, then where, where then 

Shall gratitude find rest ? Mine eyes did ne'er 

Fix on a lovely object, nor my mind 

Take pleasure in üie midst of happy thought, 

But either she, whom now I have, who now 

Divides with me that loved abode, was there, 

Or not far off. Where'er my footsteps tumed, 

Her voice was like a bidden bird that sang ; 

The thought of her was like a flash of light 

Or an unseen companionship, a breath 

Or fragrance independent of the wind. 

In all my goings, in the new and old 

Of all my meditations, and in this 

Favourite of all, in this the most of alL . . . 

Embrace me then, ye hills, and close me in. 

Now on the clear and open day I feel 

Your guardianship : I take it to my heart ; 

'Tis like the solemn shelter of the night 

But I would call thee beautifid ; for mild. 

And soft, and gay, and beautifiil thou art, 

Dear valley, having in thy face a smile, 

Though peacefid, full of gladness. Thou art pleased, 

Pleased with thy crags, and woody steeps, thy lake, 

lts one green island, and its winding shores, 

The multitude of little rocky hills, 

Thy Church, and cottages of mountain stone 

Clustered like stars some few, but single most. 

And lurking dimly in their shy retreats, 

Or glancing at each other cheeriul looks, 

Like separated stars with clouds between. 

''BLEAK SEASON WAS IT, TURBULENT 

AND WILD/'(}^) 

Composed z8oo (probably). Pnblished 1850. 

Bleak season was it, turbulent and wild, 
When hitherward we joumeyed side by side, 
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Through bursts of sunshine and through ilying showers, 

Paced the long vales, how long they were, and yet 

How fast that length of way was left behind, 

Wensle/s rich dale, and Sedberge's naked heights. 

The fïrosty wind, as if to make amends 

For its keen breath, was aiding to our steps, 

Anddrove us onward as two ships at sea ; 

Or like two birds, companions in mid-air, 

Parted and reunited by the blast. 

Stem was the face of Nature ; we rejoiced 

In that stern countenance ; for our souls thence drew 

A feeling of their strength. The naked trees, 

The icy brooks, as on we passed, appeared 

To question us, " Whence come ye, to what end ?" 



HART'LEAP WELL. 

Hart-Leap Well is a small spring of water, about five miles from 
Richmond in Yorkshire, and near the side of the road that leads 
from Richmond to Askrig^. lts name is derived fix>m a remarkable 
Chase, the memoiy of which is preserved by the monuments spoken 
of in the second Part of the following Poem, which monmuents do 
now exist as I have there described them. 

Composed x8oo. Pubtished x8oo. 

The Knight had ridden down from Wensley Moor 
With the slow motion of a sununei's cloud, 
And now, as he approached a vassal's door, 
^' Bring forth another horse ! " he cried aloud. 

" Another horse !" — That shout the vassal heard. 
And saddled his best Steed, a comely grey ; 
Sir Walter mounted him : he was the third 
Which he had mounted on that glorious day. 

Joy sparkled in the prancing courser's eyes ; 
The horse and horseman are a happy pair ; 
But, though Sir Walter like a Êdcon flies, 
There is a doleful silence in the air. 

£ 
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A rout this moming left Sir Walter's Hall, 
That as they galloped made tfae echoes roar ; 
But horse and man are vanished, one and all ; 
Such race, I think, was never seen before. 

Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind, 
Calls to the few tired dogs that yet remain : 
Blanch, Swift, and Music, noblest of their kind, 
Follow, and up the weary mountain strain. 

The Knight hallooed, he cheered and chid them on 
With suppliant gestures and upbraidings stem ; 
But breath and eyesight fail ; and, one by one, 
The dogs are stietched among the mountain fem. 

Where is the throng, the tumult of the race ? 
The bugles that so joyfully were blown ? 
— This chase it looks not like an earthly chase ; 
Sir Walter and the Hart are left alone. 

The poor Hart toils along the mountain-side ; 
I will not stop to teil how far he iled. 
Nor will I mention by what death he died ; 
But now the Knight beholds him lying dead. 

Dismounting, then, he leaned against a thom ; 
He had no föllower, dog, nor man, nor boy : 
He neither cracked his whip, nor blew his hom, 
But gazed npon the spoil with silent joy. 

Close to the thom on which Sir Walter leaned, 
Stood his dumb partner in this glorious feat ; 
Weak as a lamb the hour that it is yeaned ; 
And white with foam as if with deaving sleet 

Upon his side the Hart was lying stretched : 
His nostril touched a spring beneath a hill, 
And with the last deep graan his breath had fetched 
The waters of the spring were trembling stilL 
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And now, too happy for repose or rest, 

(Never had living man such joyful lot 1) 

Sir Walter walked all round, north, south, and west, 

And gazed and gazed upon that darling spot 

And climbing up the hill — (it was at least 
Four roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter found 
Three several hoof-marks which the hunted Beast 
Had left imprinted on the giassy ground. 

Sir Walter wiped his fece, and cried, " Till now 
Such sight was never seen by human eyes : 
Three leaps have bome him from this lofty brow, 
Down to the very fountain where he lies. 

ril build a pleasure-house upon this spot, 
And a small arbour, made for rural joy ; 
Twill be the traveller's shed, the pilgrim's cot, 
A place of love for damsels that are coy. 

A cunning artist wül I have to frame 

A basin for that fountain in the deU 1 

And they who do make mention of the same, 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart-Lbap Well. 

And, gallant Stag ! to make thy praises known, 
Another monument shall here be raised ; 
Three several pillars, each a rough-hewn stone, 
And planted where thy hoofs the turf have grazed. 

And, in the summer-time when days are long, 
I will come hither with my Paramour ; 
And with the dancers and the minstrel's song 
We will make merry in that pleasant bower. 

Tin the foundations of the mountains Êul 
My mansion with its arbour shall endure ; — 
The joy of them who till the fields of Swale, 
And them who dweil among the woods of Ure ! ^ 
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Then home he went, and left the Hart, stone-dead, 
With breathless nostrils stretched above the spring. 
— Soon did the Knight perform what he had said ; 
The £sune whereof through many a land did ring. 

Ere thrice the Moon into her port had steered, 
A cup of stone received the living well ; 
Three pillars of rude stone Sir Walter reared, 
And built a house of pleasure in the delL 

And near the fountain, flowers of stature tall 
With trailing plants and trees were intertwined, — 
Which soon composed a little sylvan hall, 
A leafy shelter from the sun and wind. 

And thither, when the summer days were long 
Sir Walter led his wondering Paramour ; 
And with the dancers and the minstrePs song 
Made merriment within that pleasant bower. 

The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course of time, 
And his bones lie in his patemal vale. — 
But there is matter for a second rhyme, 
And I to this would add another tale. 



PART SECOND. 

The moving accident is not my trade ; 
To freeze the blood I have no ready arts : 
'Tis my delight, alone in summer shade, 
To pipe a simple song for thinking hearts. 

As I from Hawes to Richmond did repair, 
It chanced that I saw standing in a dell 
Three aspens at three corners of a square ; 
And one, not four yards distant, near a welL 

What this imported I could ill divine : 
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop, 
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I saw three pillars standing in a line, — 
The last stone-pillar on a dark hill-top. 

The trees were grey, with neither arms nor head ; 
Half wasted the square mound of tawny green ; 
So that you just might say, as then I said, 
" Here in old time the hand of man hath been." 

I looked upon the hill both far and near, 
More doleftil place did never eye survey ; 
It seemed as if the spring- time came not here, 
And Nature here were willing to decay. 

I stood in various thoughts and fancies lost, 
When one, who was in shepherd's garb attired, 
Came up the hollow : — ^him did I accost. 
And what this place might be I then inquired. 

The Shepherd stopped, and that same story told 
Which in my former rhyme I have rehearsed. 
" A jolly place," said he, " in times of old I 
But something ails it now : the spot is curst 

You see these lifeless stumps of aspen wood— 
Some say that they are beeches, others elms — 
These were the bower ; and here a mansion stood, 
The finest palace of a hundred realms 1 

The arbour does its own condition teil ; 
You see the stones, the fountain, and the stream ; 
But as to the great Lodge ! you might as well 
Hunt half a day for a forgotten dream. 

There's neither dog nor heifer, horse nor sheep, 
WiU wet his lips within that cup of stone ; 
And oftentimes, when all are fast asleep, 
This water doth send forth a dolorous groan. 
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Some say that here a murder has been done, 
And blood cries out for blood : but, for my part, 
I've guessed, when I've been sitting in the sun, 
That it was all for that unhappy Hart 

What thoughts must through the creature's brain have 

past! 
Even from the topmost stone, upon the steep, 
Are but three bounds — and look, Sir, at this last — 
O Master ! it has been a cruel leap. 

For thirteen hours he ran a desperate race ; 
And in my simple mind we cannot teil 
What cause the Hart might have to love this place, 
And come and make his death-bed near the welL 

Here on the grass perhaps asleep he sank. 
Lulled by the fountain in the sunmier-tide ; 
This water was perhaps the first he drank 
When he had wandered from his motlier's side. 

In April here beneath the flowering thom 
He heard the birds their moming carols sing ; 
And he, perhaps, for aught we know, was bom 
Not half a furlong from that self-same spring. 

Now, here is neither grass nor pleasant shade ; 

The sun on drearier hoUow never shone ; 

So will it be, as I have often said, 

Till trees, and stones, and fountain, all are gone." 

" Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well ; 
Small difference lies between thy creed and mine : 
This Beast not imobserved by Nature feil ; 
His death was moumed by sympathy divine. 

The Being, that is in the douds and air, 
That is in the green leaves among the groves, 
Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For the unofiending creatures whom he loves. 
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The pleasure-house is dust : — ^behind, befbre, 
Thi$ is no common waste, no common gloom ; 
But Nature, in due course of time, once more 
Shali here put on her beauty and her bloom. 

She leaves these objects to a slow decay, 

That what we are, and have been, may be known ; 

But at the coming of the milder day, 

These monimients shall all be overgrown. 

One lesson, Shepherd, let us two divide, 

Taught both by what she shows, and what conceals ; 

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 

With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels." 



"/r WAS AN APRIL MORNfNO: FRESH AND 

CLBAR." 

CompMed zSoa Publtshed 1800. 

IT was an April moming : fresh and clear 

The Rivulet, delighting in its strength, 

Ran with a young man's speed ; and yet the voice 

Of waters which the winter had supplied 

Was softened down into a vemal tone. 

The spirit of enjoyment and desire. 

And hopes and wishes, from all living things 

Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. 

The budding groves appeared as if in haste 

To spur the steps of June ; as if their shades 

Of various green were hindrances that stood 

Between them and their object : yet, meanwhile, 

There was such deep contentment in the air 

That every naked ash, and tardy tree 

Yet leafless, showed as if the countenance 

With which it looked on this delightful day 

Were native to the summer. — Up the brook 

I roamed in the confusion of my heart, 

Alive to all things and forgetting alL 

At length I to a sudden tuming came 
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In this continuous glen, where down a rock 
The Stream, so ardent in its course before, 
Sent forth such sallies of glad sound, that all 
Which I till then had heard, appeared the volce 
Of common pleasure : beast and bird, the lamb, 
The shepherd's dog, the linnet and the thrush 
Vied wiüi this waterfall, and made a song, 
Which, while I listened, seemed like the wild growth 
Or like some natural produce of the air, 
That could not cease to be. Green leaves were here ; 
But 'twas the foliage of the rocks — the birch, 
The yew, the hoUy, and xh^ bright green thom, 
With hanging islands of resplendent furze : 
And, on a summit, distant a short space, 
By any who should look beyond the dell, 
A single mountain-cottage might be seen. 
I gazed and gazed, and to myself I said, 
" Our thoughts at least are ours ; and this wild nook, 
My Emma, I will dedicate to thee." 

Soon did the spot become my other home, 

My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. 
And, of the Shepherds who have seen me there, - 
To whom I sometimes in our idle talk 
Have told this fancy, two or three, perhaps, 
Years after we are gone and in our graves, 
When they have cause to speak of this wild place, 
May call it by the name of Emma's Dell. 

TO JOANNA. Q») 

Compoted Aug. as, 1800. Pubiisbed x8oo. 

Amid the smoke of cities did you pass 

The time of early youth ; and there you leamed, 

From years of quiet industry, to love 

The living Beings by your own fire-side, 

With such a strong devotion, that your heart 

Is slow to meet the sympathies of them 

Who look upon the hills with tendemess. 

And make dear friendships with the streams and groves. 
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Yet we, who are transgressors in this kind. 
Dweiling retired in our simplicity 
Among the woods and fields, we love you well, 
Joanna I and I guess, since you have been 
So distant from us now for two long years, 
That you will gladly listen to discourse, 
However trivial, if you thence are taught 
That they, with whom you once were happy, talk 
Familiarly of you and of old times. 

While I was seated, now some ten days past, 
Beneath those lofty iirs, that overtop 
Their ancient neighbour, the old steeple-tower, 
The Vicar from his gloomy house hard by 
Came forth to greet me ; and when he had asked, 
" How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted Maid ! 
And when wiU she return to us ?" he paused ; 
And, afrer short exchange of village news, 
He with grave looks demanded, for what cause, 
Reviving obsolete idolatry, 
I, like a Runic Priest, in characters 
Of formidable size had chiselled out 
Some uncouth name upon the native rock, 
Above the Rotha, by the forest-side. 
— Now, by those dear immunities of heart 
Engendered between malice and true love, 
I was not loth to be so catechised. 
And this was my reply : — " As it befel, 
One summer moming we had walked abroad 
At break of day, Joanna and myself 
— ^'Twas that delightful season when the broom, 
Full-flowered, and visible on every steep, 
Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 
Our pathway led us on to Rotha's banks ; 
And when we came in front of that tall rock 
That eastward looks, I there stopped short — and stood 
Tracing the lofty banier with my eye 
From base to summit ; such delight I found 
To note in shrub and tree, in stone and flower 
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That intennixture of delidoas hues^ 

Along so vast a suiface, all at once, 

In one impression, by connecting force 

Of their own beauty, imaged in the heart 

— ^When I had gazed perhaps two minutes' space, 

Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld 

That ravishment of mine, and laughed aloud. 

The Rock, like something starting from a sleep, 

Took up the Lady's voice, and laughed again ; 

That ancient Woman seated on Helm-crag 

Was ready with her cavern ; Hanunar-scar, 

And the tall Steep of Silver-how, sent forth 

A noise of laughter ; southem Loughrigg heard, 

And Fairfield answered vnth a mountain tone ; 

Helvellyn far into the dear blue sky 

Carried the Lady's voice, — old Skiddaw blew 

His speaking-trumpet ; — ^back out of the clouds 

Of Glaramara southward came the voice ; 

And Kirkstone tossed it from his misty head. 

— Now whether (said I to our cordial Friend, 

Who in the hey-day of astonishment 

Smiled in my face) this were in simple truth 

A work accomplished by the brotherhood 

Of ancient mountains, or my ear was touched 

With dreams and visionary impulses 

To me alone imparted, sure I am 

That there was a loud uproar in the hiUs. 

And, while we both were listening, to my side 

The fair Joanna drew, as if she wished 

To shelter from some object of her fear. 

— ^And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen moons 

Were wasted, as I chanced to walk alone 

Beneath this rock, at sunrise, on a calm 

And silent moming, I sat down, and there, 

In memory of afiections old and true, 

I chiselled out in those rude characters 

Joanna's name deep in the Hving stone : — 

And I, and all who dweil by my üreside, 

Have called the lovely rock, Joanna's Rock." 
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MICHAEL, 

A PASTORAL FOBM. 
Composed 1800. PublUhcd f800. 

If from the public way you turn your steps 

Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll, 

You will suppose that with an upright path 

Your feet must struggle ; in such bold ascent 

The pastoral mountains front you, face to face. 

But, courage ! for around that boisterous brook 

The mountains have all opened out themselves, 

And made a hidden valley of their own. 

No habitation can be seen ; but they 

Who joumey thither fxnd themselves alone 

With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites 

That overhead are sailing in the sky.. 

It is in truth an utter solitude ; 

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell 

But for one object which you might pass by, 

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 

Appears a straggling heap of unhewn stones ! 

And to that simple object appertains 

A story, unenridhed with strange events, 

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside, 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first 

Of those domestic tales that spake to me 

Of Shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men 

Whom I already loved ; — not verily 

For their own sakes, but for the fields and hiUs 

Where was their occupation and abode. 

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy 

Careless of books, yet having feit the power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objects, led me on to feel 

For passions that were not my own, and think 

(At random and imperfectly indeed) 

On man, the heart of man, and human life. 

Therefore, although it be a history 

Homely and rude, I will relate the same 



> 
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For the delight of a few natural hearts ; 
And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake 
Of youthful Poets, who among these hills 
Wili be my second self when I am gone. 

Upon the forest-side in Grasmere Vale 
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name ; 
An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength : his mind was keen, 
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs, 
And in his shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchfiil more than ordinary men. 
Hence had he leamed the meaning of all winds, 
Of blasts of every tone ; and, oftentimes, 
When others heeded not, he heard the South 
Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills. 
The Shepherd, at such waming, of his üock 
Bethought him, and he to himself would say, 
* The winds are now devising work for me 1 * 
And, truly, at all times, the storm, that drives 
The traveUer to a shelter, summoned him 
Up to the mountains : he had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists, 
That came to him, and left him, on the heights. 
So lived he tiU his eightieth year was past. 
And grossly that man errs, who should suppose 
That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks, 
Were things indifferent to the Shepherd's thoughts. 
Fields, where with cheeriul spirits he had breathed 
The common air ; hills, which with vigorous step 
He had so often climbed ; which had impressed 
So many incidents upon his mind 
Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear ; 
Which, like a book, preserved the memory 
Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved, 
Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts 
The certainty of honourable gain ; 
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Those fields, those hills — what could they less ? had laid 
Strong hold on his affections, were to him 
A pleasurable feeling of blind love, 
The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

His days had not been passed in singleness. 
His Helpmate was a comely matron, old — 
Though younger than himself fuU twenty years. 
She was a woman of a stirring life, 
Whose heart was in her house : two wheels she had 
Of antique form ; this large, for spinning wool ; 
That small, for flax ; and if one wheel had rest 
It was because the other was at work. 
The Pair had but one inmate in their house, 
An only Child, who had been bom to them 
When Michael, telling o*er his years, began 
To deern that he was old, — in shepherd*s phrase, 
With one foot in the grave. This only Son, 
With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a storm, 
The one of an inestimable worth, 
Made all their household. I may truly say, 
That they were as a proverb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was gone. 
And from their occupations out of doors 
The Son and Father were come home, even then, 
Their labour did not cease ; unless when all 
Tumed to the cleanly supper-board, and there, 
Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed mille, 
Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes. 
And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when the meal 
Was ended, Luke (for so the son was named) 
And his old Father both betook themselves 
To such convenient work as might employ 
Their hands by the fire-side ; perhaps to card 
Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or repair 
Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe, 
Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the ceiling, by the chimney's edge, 
That in our ancient uncouth country style 
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With hoge and black projection oveibrowed 

Large space beneath, as duiy as the light 

Of day grew dim the Housewife hung a lamp ; 

An aged utensil, which had performed 

Service beyond all ethers of its kind. 

Early at evening did it bum — and late, 

Surviving comrade of uncounted hours, 

Which, going by from year to year, had found, 

And Idft the couple neither gay perhaps 

Nor cheerflil, yet with objects and with hopes, 

Living a life of eager industry. 

And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year, 

There by the light of this old lamp they saté, 

Father and Son, while far into the night 

The Housewife plied her own peculiar work. 

Making the cottage through the silent hours 

Murmur as with the sound of sunmier flies. 

This light was famous in its neighbourhood, 

And was a public symbol of the life 

That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as it chanced, 

Their cottage on a plot of rising ground 

Stood single, with large prospect, north and south. 

High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise, 

And westward to the village near the lake ; 

And from this constant light, so regular 

And so far seen, the House itself, by all 

Who dwelt within the limits of the vale, 

Both old and young, was named The Evening Star. 

* 

Thus living on through such a length of years, 
The Shepherd, if he loved himsel^ must needs 
Have loved his Helpmate ; but to Michael's heart 
This son of his old age was yet more dear — 
Less from instinctive tendemess, the same 
Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood of all — 
Than that a child, more than all other gifts 
That earth can offer to dedining man, 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts. 
And stirrings of inquietude, when they 
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By tendency of natore needs must £uL 
Exceeding was the love he bare to him, 
His heart and his hearfs joy 1 For oftentimes 
Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms, 
Had done him female service, not alone 
For pastime and delight, as is the use 
Of iathers, but with patiënt mind enforced 
To acts of tendemess ; and he had rocked 
His cradle, as with a woman's gentle hand. 

And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy 
Had put on bo/s attire, did Michael love, 
Albeit of a stem unbending mind^ 
To have the Young-one in his sight, when he 
Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd's stool 
Saté with a fettered sheep before him stretched 
Under the large old oak, that near his door 
Stood single, and, from matchless depth of shade, 
Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the sun, 
Thence in our rustic dialect was called 
The CUPPING Tree, a name which yet it bears. 
There, while they two were sitting in the shade, 
With others round them, eamest all and blithe, 
Would Michael exercise his heart with looks 
Of fond correction and reproof bestowed 
Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep 
By catching at their legs, or with his shouts 
Scared them, while they lay still beneath the shears. 

And when by Heaven's good grace the boy grew up 
A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old ; 
Then Michael from a winter coppice cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which he hooped 
With iron, making it throughout in all 
Due requisites a perfect shepherd's stafï^ 
And gave it to the Boy ; wherewith equipt 
He as a watchman oftentimes was placed 
At gate or gap, to stem or tum the flock ; 
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And, to his office prematurely called, 
There stood the urchin, as you will divine, 
Something between a hindrance and a help ; 
And for this cause not always, I beheve, 
Receiving from his Father hire of praise ; 
Though nought was left undone which stafT, or voice, 
Or looks, or threatening gestures, could perform. 

But soon as Luke, fiill ten years old, could stand 
Against the mountain blasts ; and to the heights, 
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways, 
He with his Father daily went, and they 
Were as companions, why should I relate 
That objects which the Shepherd loved before 
Were dearer now ? that from the Boy there came 
Feelings and emanations — ^things which were 
Light to the sun and music to the wind ; 
And that the old Man's heart seemed bom again ? 

Thus in his Father's sight the Boy grew up : 
And now, when he had reached his eighteenth year, 
He was his comfort and his daily hope. 

While in this sort the simple household lived 
From day to day, to MichaePs ear there came 
Distressfül tidings. Long before the time 
Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound 
In surety for his brother's son, a man 
Of an industrious life, and ample means ; 
But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 
Had prest upon him ; and old Michael now 
Was stunmoned to discharge the forieiture, 
A grievous penalty, but little less 
Than half his substance. This unlooked-for claim, 
At the first hearing, for a moment took 
More hope out of his life than he supposed 
That any old man ever could have lost 
As soon as he had armed himself with strength 
To look his trouble in the üace, it seemed 
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The Shepherd's sole resource to sell at once 
A portion of his patrimonial fields. 
Such was his first resolve ; he thought again, 
And his heart failed him. '* I sabel," said he, 
Two evenings after he had heard the news, 
" I have been toiling more than seventy years. 
And in the open sunshine of God's love 
Have we all Hved ; yet if these fields of ours 
Should pass into a strangei's hand, I think 
That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 
Our lot is a hard lot ; the sun himself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I ; 
And I have lived to be a fooi at last 
To my own family. An evil man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us ; and if he were not ^se, 
There are ten thousand to whom loss like this 
Had been no sorrow. I forgive him ; — but 
Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus. 

When I began, my purpose was to speak 
Of remedies and of a cheerfiil hope. 
Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel ; the land 
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free ; 
He shall possess it, free as is the wind 
That passes over it We have, thou know'st, 
Another kinsman — ^he will be our friend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man, 
Thriving in trade — and Luke to him shall go, 
And with his kinsman^s help and his own thrift 
He quickly will repair this loss, and then 
He may return to us. If here he stay, 
What can be done ? Where every one is poor, 
What can be gained ?" 

At this the old Man paused, 
And Isabel sat silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
There's Richard Bateman, thought she to hersel^ 
He was a parish boy — ^at the church-Kloor 

F 
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They made a gatheringf fbr him, shillings, pence 
And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours bought 
A basket, which they filled with pedlar's wares ; 
And, with this basket on his ann, the lad 
Went up to London, found a master there, 
Who, out of niany, chose the trusty boy 
To go and overlook his merchandise 
Beyond the seas ; where he grew wondious ricfa, 
And left estates and monies to the poor, 
And, at his birth-place, built a chapel floored 
With marble, which he sent from foreign lands. 
These thoughts, and many others of like soit, 
Passed quickly through the mind of Isabel, 
And her üace brightened. The old Man was glad, 
And thus resumed : — " Well, Isabel 1 this scheme 
These two days, has been meat and drink to me. 
Far more than we have lost is left us yet 
— ^We have enough — I wish indeed that I 
Were younger ; — but this hope is a good hope. 
— Make ready Luke's best gaiments, of the best 
Buy for him more, and let us send him forth 
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night : 
— If he cauld go, the Boy should go to-night" 

Here Michad ceased, and to the fields went fbrth 
With a light heart. The Housewife for ü\^ days 
Was restless mom and night, and all day long 
Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare 
Things needfiil for the joumey of her son. 
But Isabel was glad when Sunday came 
To stop her in her work : for, when she lay 
By MichaeFs side, she through the last two nights 
Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep : 
And when they rosé at moming she could see 
That all his hopes were gone. That day at noon 
She said to Luke, while they two by themselves 
Were sitting at the door, "Thou must not go : 
We have no other Child but thee to lose, 
None to remember— do not go away. 
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For if thou leave thy Father he will die." 
The Youth made answer with a jocund voice ; 
And I sabel, when she had told her fears, 
Recovered heart That evening her best fare 
Did she bring forth, and all together sat 
Like happy people round a Christmas fire. 

With daylight I sabel resumed her work ; 
And all the ensuing week the house appeared 
As cheerfiil as a grove in Spring : at length 
The expected letter from their kinsman came, 
With kind assurances that he would do 
His utmost for the welfare of the Boy ; 
To which, requests were added, that forthwith 
He might be sent to him. Ten times or more 
The letter was read over ; I sabel 
Went forth to show it to the neighbours round ; 
Nor was there at that time on English land 
A prouder heart than Luke's. When I sabel 
Had to her house retumed, the old Man said, 
"He shall depart to-morrow." To this word 
The Housewife answered, talking much of things 
Which, if at such short notice he should go, 
Would surely be forgotten. But at length 
She gave consent, and Michael was at ease. 

Near the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll, 
In that deep valley, Michael had designed 
To build a Sheep-fold ; and, before he heard 
The tidings of his melancholy loss, 
For this same purpose he had gathered up 
A heap of stones, which by the streamlet's edge 
Lay thrown together, ready for the work. 
With Luke that evening thitherward he walked : 
And soon as they had reached the place he stopped, 
And thus the old Man spake to him : — " My Son, 
To-morrow thou wilt leave me : with full heart 
I look upon thee, for thou art the same 
That wert a promise to me ere thy birth. 



> 
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And all thy life hast been my daily joy. 

I will relate to thee some little part 

Of our two histories ; 'twill do thee good 

When thou art from me, even if I should touch 

On things thou canst not know of. After thou 

First cam'st into the world — as oft befals 

To new-bom infants — thou didst sleep away 

Two days, and blessings from thy Father's tongue 

Then feil uppn thee. Day by day passed on, 

And still I loved thee with increasing love. 

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds 

Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side 

First uttering, without words, a natural tune ; 

While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 

Sing at thy Mother's breast Month foliowed month, 

And in the open fields my life was passed 

And on the mountains ; else I think that thou 

Hadst been brought up upon thy Fathei's knees. 

But we were playmates, Luke : among these hills, 

As well thou knowest, in us the old and young 

Have played together, nor with me didst thou 

Lack any pleasure which a boy can know." 

Luke had a manly heart ; but at these words 

He sobbed aloud. The old Man grasped his hand. 

And said, " Nay, do not take it so — I see 

That these are things of which I need not speak. 

— Even to the utmost I have been to thee 

A kind and a good Father : and herein 

I but repay a gift which I myself 

Received at others' hands ; for, though now old 

Beyond the common life of man, I still 

Remember them who loved me in my youth. 

Both of them sleep together : here they lived, 

As all their Forefathers had done ; and when 

At length their time was come, they were not loth 

To give their bodies to the family mbuld. 

I wished that thou shouldst live the life they lived : 

But, 'tis a long time to look back, my Son, 

And see so little gain from threescore years. 
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These fields were burthened when thcy came to me ; 

Till I was forty years of age, not more 

Than half of my inheritance was mine. 

I toiled and toiled ; God blessed me in my work, 

And till these three weeks past the land was free. 

— It looks as if it never could endure 

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke, 

If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good 

That thou should'st go." 

At this the old Man paused ; 
Then, pointing to the stones near which they stood, 
Thus, after a short silence, he resumed : 
" This was a work for us ; and now, my Son, 
It is a work for me. But, lay one stone — 
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands. 
Nay, Boy, be of good hope ; — ^wc both may live j^ 
To see a better day. At eighty-four 
I stiU am strong and hale ; — do thou thy part ; 
I will do mine. — I will begin again 
With many tasks that were resigned to thee : 
Up to the heights, and in among the storms, 
Will I without thee go again, and do 
All works which I was wont to do alone, 
Before I knew thy feu:e. — Heaven bless thee, Boy ! 
Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast 
With many hopes ; it should be so — ^yes — yes — 
I knew that thou couldst never have a wish 
To leave me, Luke : thou hast been bound to me 
Only by links of love : when thou art gone, 
What will be left to us I— But, I forget 
My purposes. Lay now the comer-stone, 
As I requested ; and hereafter, Luke, 
When thou art gone away, should evil men 
Be thy companions, think of me, my Son, 
And of this moment ; hither turn thy thoughts. 
And God will strengthen thee : amid all fear 
And all temptation, Luke, I pray that thou 
Ma/st bear in mind the life thy Fathers lived, 
Who, being innocent, did for that cause 
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Bestir them in good deeds. Now, £eu« thee well — 
When thou retum'st, thou in this place wilt see 
A work which is not bere : a covenant 
'Twill be between us ; but, whatever fate 
Befal tbee, I sball love thee to the last, 
And bear thy memory with me to the grave." 

The Shepherd ended here ; and Luke stooped down, 
And, as his Father had requested, laid 
The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At the sight 
The old Man's grief broke from him ; to his heart 
He pressed his Son, he kissèd him and wept ; 
And to the house together they retumed. 
— Hushed was that House in peace, or secming peace, 
Ere the night feil : — ^with morroVs dawn the Boy 
Began his joumey, and when he had reached 
The public way, he put on a bold fiice ; 
And all the neighbours, as he passed their doors, 
Game forth with wishes and with farewell prayers, 
That foliowed him till he was out of sight. 

A good report did from their Kinsman come, 
Of Luke and his well-doing : and the Boy 
Wrote loving letters, fiill of wondrous news, 
Which, as the Housewife phrased it, were throughout 
* The prettiest letters that were ever seen.* 
Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts. 
So, many months passed on : and once again 
The Shepherd went about his daily work 
With confident and cheerful thoughts ; and now 
Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour 
He to that valley took his way, and there 
Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke began 
To slacken in his duty ; and, at length, 
He in the dissolute city gave himself 
To evil courses : ignominy and shame 
Feil on him, so that he was driven at last 
To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas. 
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There is a comfort in the strength of love ; 
'Twill make a thing endurable, which else 
Would overset the brain, or break the heart : 
I have conversed with more than one who well 
Remember the old Man, and what he was 
Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 
He went, and still looked up to sun and cloud, 
And listened to the wind ; and, as before, 
Performed all kinds of labour for his sheep, 
And for the land, his small inheritance. 
And to that hollow dell from time to time 
Did he repair, to build the Fold of which 
His flock had need. *Tis not forgotten yet 
The pity which was then in every heart 
For the old Man — ^and 'tis believed by all 
That many and many a day he thither went, 
And never lifted up a single stone. 

There, by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen 
Sitting alone, or with his faithiul Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at his feet 
The length of full seven years, from time to time, 
He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrought, 
And left the work unfinished when he died. 
Three years, or little more, did I sabel 
Survive her Husband : at her death the estate 
Was sold, and went into a stranger's hand. 
The Cottage which was named the Evening Star 
Is gone — ^the ploughshare has been through the ground 
On which it stood ; great changes have been wrought 
In all the neighbourhood : — yet the oak is left 
That grew beside their door ; and the remains 
Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen 
Beside the boisterous brook of Green-head Ghyll. 
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THE IDLE SHEPHERD'BOYS : OR, DUNGEON- 

GHYLL FORCE. (») 

A PA8T0RAL. 
ConpoMd i8oa Pnblished 1800. 

The valley rings with mirth and joy ; 

Among the hills the echoes play 

A never never ending song, 

To welcome in the May. 

The magpie chatters with delight ; 

The mountain raven's yotuigling brood 

Have left the mother and the nest ; 

And they go rambling east and west 

In search of their own food ; 

Or through the glittering vapours dart 

In very wantonness of heart 

Beneath a rock, upon the grass, 
Two boys are sitting in the sun ; 
Their work, if any work they have, 
Is out of mind — or done. 
On pipes of sycamore they play 
The fragments of a Christmas hymn ; 
Or with that plant which in our dale 
We call stag-hom, or fox's tail, 
Their rusty hats they trim : 
And thus, as happy as the day, 
Those shepherds wear the time away. 

Along the river's stony maige 

The sand-Iark chants a joyous song ; 

The thrush is busy in the wood, 

And carols loud and strong ; 

A thousand lambs are on the rocks, 

All newly bom I both earth and sky 

Keep jubilee, and more than all, 

Those boys with their green coronal ; 

They never hear the cry, 

That plaintive cry 1 which up the hill 

Comes from the depth of Dungeon-Ghyll. 
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Said Walter, leaping from the ground, 
" Down to the stump of yon old yew 

We'll fbr our whistles run a race." 

^Away the shepherds flew ; 

They leapt — ^thcy ran — ^and when they came 

Right opposite to Dungeon-Ghyll, 

Seeing that he should lose the prize, 
" Stop 1 " to his comrade Walter cries — 

James stopped with no good will : 

Said Walter then, extdting ; *' Here 

You'U find a task for half a year. 

Cross, if you dare, where I shall cross — 

Come on, and tread where I shall tread.' 

The other took him at his word, 

And foliowed as he led. 

It was a spot which you may see 

If ever you to Langdale go ; 

Into a chasm a mighty block 

Hatb £allen, and made a bridge of rock : 

The gulf is deep below ; 

And, in a basin black and small, 

Receives a lofty waterfall. 

With staff in hand across the cleft 

The challenger pursued his march ; 

And now, all eyes and feet, hath gained 

The middle of the arch. 

When list 1 he hears a piteous moan — 

Again ! — his heart within him dies — 

His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost, 

He totters, pallid as a ghost. 

And, looking down, espies 

A lamb, that in the pool is pent 

Within that black and frightful rent. 

The lamb had slipped into the stream. 
And safe without a bruise or wound 
The cataract had bome him down 
Into the gulf profound. 
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His dam had seen him when he feil, 

She saw him down the torrent bome ; 

And, while with all a mother's love 

She from the lofty rocks above 

Sent forth a cry forlorn, 

The lamb, still swimming round and round, 

Made answer to that plaintive sound 

When he had leamt what thing it was, 
That sent this raeful cry ; I ween 
The Boy recovered heart, and told 
The sight which he had seen. 
Both gladly now deferred their task ; 
Nor was there wanting other aid — 
A Poet, one who loves the brooks 
Far better than the sages* books, 
By chance had thither strayed ; 
And there the helpless lamb he found 
By those huge rocks encompassed zound. 

He drew it from the troubled pool, 

And brought it fortl^into the light : 

The shepherds met him with his chatge, 

An miexpected sight ! 

Into their anns the lamb they took, 

Whose life and limbs the flood had spared ; 

Then up the steep ascent they hied, 

And placed him at his mother's side ; 

And gently did the bard 

Those idle shepherd-boys upbraid, 

And bade them better mind their trade. 

" WHEN, TO THE ATTRACTIONS OF THE 

BÜSY WORLD."" 

Cooiposed Sept. x, x8oa Published 18x5. 

When, to the attractions of the busy world, 
Prcferring studious leisure, I had chosen 
A habitation in this peaceful Vale, 
Sharp season foliowed of continual storm 
In deepest winter ; and, from week to week. 
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Pathway, and lane, and publk road, were dogged 
With frequent showers of snow. Upon a hili 
At a short distance from my cottage, stands 
A stately Fir-grove, whither I was went 
To hasten, for I found, beneath the roof 
Of that perennial shade, a cloistral place 
Of refuge, with an unincmnbered floor. 
Here, in safe covert, on the shallow snow, 
And, sometimes, on a speek of visible earth, 
The redbreast near me hopped ; nor was I loth 
To sympathise with vulgar coppice birds 
That, for protection from the nipping blast, 
Hither repaired. — A single beech-tree grew 
Within this grove of firs I and, on the fork 
Of that one beech, appeaied a thrush's nest ; 
A last yeai^s nest, conspicuously built 
At such small elevation from the ground 
As gave sure sign that they, who in that house 
Of nature and of love had made their home 
Amid the fir-trees, all the sununer long 
Dwelt in a tranquil spot. And oftentimes, 
A few sheep, stragglers from some mountain-flock, 
Would watch my motions with suspicious stare, 
From the remotest outskirts of the grove, — 
Some nook where they had made their final stand, 
Huddling together irom two fears — the fear 
Of me and of the storm. Full many an hour 
Here did I lose. But in this grove the trees 
Had been so thickly planted, and had thriven 
In such perplexed and intricate array ; 
That vainly did I seek, beneath their stems 
A length of open space, where to and fro 
My feet might move without concern or care ; 
And, baffled thus, before the storm relaxed, 
I ceased the shelter to frequent, — and prized, 
Less than I wished to prize, that calm recess. 

The snows dissolved, and genial Spring retumed 
To clothe the fields with veidure. Other haunts 
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Meanwhile were mine ; tiU, one bright April day, 

By chance retiring from the glare of noon 

To this forsaken covert, there I found 

A hoary pathway traced between the trees. 

And winding on with such an easy line 

Along a natural opening, that I stood 

Much wondering how I could have sought in vain 

For what was now so obvious. To abide, 

For an allotted interval of ease, 

Under my cottage-roof, had gladly come 

From the wild sea a cherished Visitant ; 

And with the sight of this same path — begun, 

Begun and ended, in the shady grove, 

Pleasant conviction flashed upon my mind 

That, to this opportune recess allured, 

He had surveyed it with a finer eye, 

A heart more wakeful ; and had wom the track 

By pacing here, unwearied and alone, 

In that habitual restlessness of foot 

That haunts the Sailor measuring o'er and o'er 

His short domain upon the vessel's deck, 

While she is travelling through the dreary sea. 

When thou hadst quitted Esthwaite's pleasant shore, 
And taken thy first leave of those green hills 
And rocks that were the play-ground of thy youth, 
Year foliowed year, my Brother ! and we two, 
Conversing not, knew little in what mould 
Each other's mind was fashioned ; and at length, 
When once again we met in Grasmere Vale, 
Between us there was little other bond 
Than common feelings of fratemal love. 
But thou, a School-boy, to the sea hadst carried 
Undying recollections ; Nature there 
Was with thee ; she, who loved us both, she still 
Was with thee ; and even so didst thou become 
A silent Poet ; from the solitude 
Of the vast sea didst bring a watchfiil heart 
Still couchant, an inevitable ear, 
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And an eye practised like a blind man's touch. 
— Back to the joyless Ocean thou art gone ; 
Nor from this vestige of thy musing hours 
Could I withhold thy honoured name, — and now 
I love the fir-grove with a perfect love. 
Thither do I withdraw when cloudless suns 
Shine hot, or wind blows troublesome and strong ; 
And there I sit at evening, when the steep 
Of Silver-how, and Grasmere's peacefid lake, 
And one green island, gleam between the sterns 
Of the dark firs, a visionary scène I 
And, while I gaze upon the spectacle 
Of clouded splendour, on this dream-like sight 
Of solemn loveliness, I think on thee, 
My Brother, and on all which thou hast lost 
Nor seldom, if I rightly guess, while Thou, 
Muttering the verses which I muttered first 
Among the mountains, through the midnight watch 
Art pacing thoughtfïilly the vesseFs deck 
In some far region, here, while o'er my head, 
At every impulse of the moving breeze, 
The fir-grove murmurs with a sea-like sound, 
Alone I tread this path ; — ^for aught I know, 
Timing my steps to thine : and, with a store 
Of undistinguishable sympathies, 
Mingling most eamest wishes for the day 
When we, and others whom we love, shall meet 
A second time, in Grasmere's happy Vale. 



"T/5 SAID, TH AT SOME HA VB DIED POR LOVE^ 

Composed 1800. Published 1800. 

'TiS said, that some have died for love : 
And here and there a church-yard grave is found 
In the cold north's unhallowed ground, 
Because the wretched man himself had slain, 
His love was such a giievous pain. 



I 
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And thane is one whom I five years have known : 

He dwells alone 

Upon Helvellyn's side : 

He loved — the pretty Barbara died ; 

And thus he makes his moan : 

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid 

When thus his moan he made : 

^ Oh, move, thou Cottage, fh>m behind that oak I 
Or let the aged tree uprooted He, 
That in some other way yon smoke 
May mount into the sky 1 

The douds pass on ; they finom the heavens depart : 
I look — the sky is empty space ; 
I know not what I tracé ; 
But when I cease to look, my hand is on my heart 

O 1 what a weight is in these shades 1 Ye leaves, 

That murmor once so dear, when will it cease ? 

Your somid my heart of rest bereaves, 

It robs my heart of peace. 

Thou Thrush, that singest loud — and loud and free, 

Into yon row of wiUows flit, 

Upon that alder sik ; 

Or sing another song, or choose another tree. 

Roll back, sweet Rill I back to thy mountain-boimds, 

And there for ever be thy waters chained 1 

For thou dost haunt the air with sounds 

That cannot be sustained ; 

If still beneath that pine-tree's ragged bough 

Headlong yon waterfall must come, 

Oh let it then be dumb ! 

Be anything, sweet Rill, but that which thou art now. 

Thou Eglantine, so bright with sunny showers, 
Proud as a rainbow spanning half the vale, 
Thou one fair shrub, oh 1 shed thy flowers, 
And stir not in the gale. 
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For thixs to see thee nodding in the air, 

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend, 

Thus rise, and thos descend, — 

Disturbs me tiU the sight is more than I can bear.'' 

The Man who makes this feverish complaint 
Is one of giant stature, who could dance 
Equipped from head to foot in iron mail. 
Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was thine 
To store up kindred hours for me, thy face 
Turn from me, gentle Love 1 nor let me walk 
Within the sound of Emma's voice, nor know 
Such happiness as I have known to-day. 



1801. 



THE SPARROWS NBST. («) 

Compoted k8oz. Pnblished 1807. 

BSHOLD, within the leafy shade, 
Those bright blue eggs together laid ! 
On me the chance-discovered sight 
Gleamed like a vision of delight 
I started — seeming to espy 
The home and sheltered bed, 
The Sparrow's dwelling, which, hard by 
My Father's house, in wet or dry 
My sister Emmeline and I 
Together visited. 

She looked at it and seemed to fear it ; 
Dreading, tho^ wishing to be ncar it : 
Snch heart was in her, being then 
A little Prattler among men. 
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The Blessing of my later years 
Was with me when a boy : 
She gave me eyes, she gave me ears ; 
And humble cares, and delicate fears ; 
A heart, the fountain of sweet tears ; 
And love, and thought, and joy. 



1802. 



BBGGARS. 

Composed 1803. PuUished 1807. 

She had a tall man's height or more ; 

Her face from summei^s noontide heat 

No bonnet shaded, but she wore 

A mantle, to her very feet 

Descending with a gracefiil flow, 

And on her head a cap as white as new-Êdlen snow. 

Her skin was of Egyptian brown : 

Haughty, as if her eye had seen 

lts own light to a distance thrown, 

She towered, fit person for a Queen 

To lead those ancient Amazonian files ; 

Or ruling Bandit's wife among the Grecian isles. 

Advancing, forth she stretched her hand 

And begged an alms with dolefiil plea 

That ceased not ; on our English land 

Such woes, I knew, could never bc ; 

And yet a boon I gave her, for the creature 

Was beautiful to see — a weed of glorious feature. 

I left her, and pursued my way ; 
And soon before me did espy 
A pair of little Boys at play, 
Chasing a crimson butterfly ; 
The talier foliowed with his hat in hand, 
Wreathed round with yellow flowers the gayest of the 
land. 
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The other wore a rimless crown 

With leaves of laurel stuck about ; 

And, while both foliowed up and down, 

Each whooping with a merry shout, 

In their fraternal features I couid tracé 

Unquestionable lines of that wild Suppliant's face. 

Yet tAey, so blithe of heart, s^emed fit 

For finest tasks of earth or air : 

Wings let them have, and they might flit 

Precursors to Aurora's car, 

Scattering fresh flowers ; though happier far, I ween, 

To hunt their fluttering game o'er rock and level green. 

They dart across my path — ^but lo, 
Each ready with a plaintive whine I 
Said I, '* Not half an hour ago 
Your Mother has had alms of mine." 
"That cannot be," one answered — "she is dead : " — 
I looked reproof— they saw — but neither hung his head. 

" She has been dead, Sir, many a day." — 
" Hush, boys ! you're telling me a lie ; 

It was your Mother, as I say ! " 

And, in the twinkling of an eye, 
" Come ! come 1 " cried one, and without more ado, 

Off to some other play the joyous Vagrants flew I 

TO A BUTTERFLY. 

Composed March 15, x8oa. Published 1807. 

Stay near me — do not take thy ilight ! 

A little longer stay in sight ! 

Much con verse do I find in thee, 

Historian of my infancy ! 

Float near me ; do not yet depart ! 

Dead times revive in thee : 

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art ! , 

A solemn image to my heart, 

My fathei's family I 

O 
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Oh ! pleasant, pleasant were the days, 
The time, when, in our childish plays, 
My sister Emmeline and I 
Together chased the butterfly I 
A very hunter did I rush 
Upon the prey : — ^with leaps and springs 
I foliowed on from brake to bush ; 
But she, God love her ! feared to brush 
The dust from off lts wings. 



TO THE CÜCKOa 

Composed Mardi n, iSox-xSoa. Pablidied 1807 

^. O BLiTHE New-comer 1 I have heard, 
^/ -^J hear thee and rejoice. 
jiT o Cuckoo 1 shall I call 1 



r»r-> 



thee Bird, 









^ Or but a wandering Voice ? 

While I am lying on the grass 
Thy twofoid shout I hear, 
From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At once far off, and near. 

ThoQgh babbling only to the Vale^ 
Of sunshine and of flowers, 
Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring ! 

Even yet thou art to me 

No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery ; 

The same whom in my school-boy days 
I listened to ; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 
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To seek thee did I often rove 
Throogh woods and on the green ; 
And thoa wert still a hope, a love ; 
Still longed for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet ; 
Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird I the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, faery place ; 
That is fit home for Thee ! 

"Afy HE ART LEAPS ÜPJ* 

Composed March 96^ iSoa. Published 1807. 

My heart leaps up when I behold 

A rainbow in the sky : 
So was it when my life began ; 
So is it now I am a man ; 
So be it when I shall grow old, ' 

Or let me die 1 
The Child is father of the Man ; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 

THE GLOW'WORM.i*^ 

Composed April za, 180a. Published 1807. 

Among all lovely things my Love had been ; 

Had noted well the stars, all flowers that grew 

About her home ; but she had never seen 

A glow-worm, never one, and this I knew. 

« 
While riding near her home one stormy night 

A single glow-worm did I chance to espy ; 

I gave a fervent welcome to the sight, 

And from my horse I lept ; great joy had I. 
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Upon a leaf the glow-worm did I lay, 
To bear it with me through the stormy night : 
And, as before, it shone without dismay ; 
Albeit putting forth a fainter light 

Whcn to the dweiling of my Love I came, 
I went into the orchard quietly ; 
And left the glow-worm, blessing it by name, 
Laid safely by itself, beneath a tree. 

The whole next day I hoped, and hoped with fear ; 
At night the glow-worm shone beneath the tree ; 
I led my Lucy to the spot, " Look here," 
Oh ! joy it was for her, and joy for me t 

W RITTEN IN MARCH, 

WHILE RBSTING ON THE BRIDGE AT THE FOOT OF BROTHER's 

WATER. 
Composed April z6, iSos. Published 1807. 

The Cock is crowing, 

The stream is flowing, 

The small birds twitter, 

The lake doth glitter, 
The green field sleeps in the sun ; 

The oldest and youngest 

Are at work with the strongest ; 

The cattle are grazing, 

Their heads never raising ; 
There are forty feeding like one ! 

Like an army defeated 

The snow hath retreated, 

And now doth fare ill 

On the top of the bare hill ; 
The plough-boy is whooping — ^anon — anon : 

There*s joy in the mountains ; 

There^s life in the fountains ; 

Small clouds are saiüng, 

Blue sky prevailing ; 
The rain is over and gone ! 



THE RBDBREAST CHASING THE BUTTERFLY. loi 
THE RBDBREAST CHASING THE BUTTERFLY. 

Composed April z8, iSos. Published 1607. 

Art thou the bird whom Man loves best, 
The pious bird with the scarlet breast, 

Our little English Robin ; 
The bird that comes about our doors 
When Autumn-winds are sobbing ? 
Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors ? 

Their Thomas in Finland, 

And Russia far inland ? 
The bird, that by some name or other 
All men who know thee call their brother, 
The darling of children and men ? 
Could father Adam open his eyes, 
And see this sight beneath the skies, 
He'd wish to close them again. 

If the butterfly knew but his friend, 
Hither his flight he would bend ; 
And find his ivay to me 
Under the branches of the tree : 
In and out, he darts about ; 
Can this be the bird, to man so good, 
That, after their bewildering, 
Covered with leaves the little children, 
So painfully in the wood ? 

What ailed thee, Robin, that thou couldst pursue 

A beautifiil creature, 
That is gentle by nature ? 
Beneath the smnmer sky 
From flower to flower let him fly ; 
'Tis all that he wishes to do. 
The cheerer Thou of our indoor sadness, 
He is the friend of our summer gladness : 
What binders, then, that ye should be 
Playmates in the sunny weather, 
And fly about in the air together ! 
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His beautiful wings in crimson are drest, 
A crimson as bright as thine own : 
Wouldst thou be happy in thy nest, 

pious bird ! whom man loves best, 
Love him, or leave him alone ! 

TO A BUTTERFLY. 

Compoted April ao» z8ot. Pablished 1807. 

PvE watched you now a fïill half-hour, 
Self-poised upon that yellow flower ; 
And, little Butterfly ! indeed 

1 know not if you sleep or feed. 
How motionless 1 — ^not frozen seas 
More motionless 1 and then 

What joy awaits you, when the breeze 
Hath found you out among the trees, 
And calls you forth again 1 

This plot of orchard-ground is ours ; 
My trees they are, my Sister's flowers ; 
Here rest your wings when they are weary ; 
Here lodge as in a sanctuary I 
Come often to us, fear no wrong ; 
Sit near us, on the bough I 
We'll talk of sunshine and of song ; 
And summer days when we were young ; 
Sweet childish days, that were as long 
As twenty days are now. 

TO THB SM ALL CBLANDINB. 

Composed April ys x8<»> Publislied 1807. 

Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies, 
Let them live upon their praises ; 
Long as there's a sun that sets, 
Primroses will have their glory ; 
Long as there are violets, 
They will have a place in story : 
There's a flower that shall be mine, 
'Tis the little Celandme. 
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Eyes of some men travel £ar 
For the finding of a star ; 
Up and down the beavens they go, 
Men that keep a mighty rout 1 
Fm as great as they, I trow, 
Since the day I found thee out, 
Little Flower !— FU make a stir, 
Like a sage astronomer. 

Modest, yet withal an Elf 
Bold, and lavish of thyself ; 
Since we needs must first have met 
I have seen thee,* high and low, 
Thirty years or more, and yet 
Twas a face I did not know, 
Thou hast now, go where I may, 
Fifty greetings in a day. 

Ere a leaf is on a bush, 
In the time before the thrush 
Has a thought about her nest, 
Thou wilt come with half a call, 
Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a careless Prodigal ; 
Telling tales about the sun, 
When we've little warmth, or none. 

Poets, vain men in their mood I 
Travel with the multitude : 
Never heed them ; I aver 
That they all are wanton wooers ; 
But the thrifty cottager, 
Who stirs little out of doors, 
Joys to spy thee near her home ; 
Spring is coming. Thou art come ! 

Comfort have thou of thy merit, 
Kindly, unassuming Spirit 1 
Careless of thy neighbourhood, 
Thou dost show thy pleasant fkce 



! 
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On the moor, and in the wood, 
In the lane ; — there's not a place, 
Howsoever mean it be, 
But 'tis good enough for thee. 

111 beÊü the yellow flowers, 
Children of Ihe flaring hotirs ! 
Buttercups, that will be seen, 
Whether we will see or no ; 
Others, too, of lofty mien ; 
They have done as worldlings do. 
Taken praise that should be thine, 
Little, humble Celandine ! 

Prophet of delight and mirth, 
Ill-requited upon earth ; 
Herald of a mighty band, 
Of a joyous train ensuing, 
Serving at my heart's conunand, 
Tasks that are no tasks renewing, 
I will sing, as doth behove, 
Hymns in praise of what I love ! 



TO THB SA ME PLO W BR. 

ConpoMd Msy i, x8oa. Pablbhcd 1807. 

Pleasures newly found are sweet 
When they lie about our feet : 
February last, my heart 
First at sight of thee was glad ; 
All miheard of as thou art, 
Thou mnst needs, I think, have had, 
Celandine 1 and long ago, 
Praise of which I nothing know. 

I have not a doubt bat he, 
Whosoe'er the man might be, 
Who the first with pointed rays 
(Workman worthy to be sainted) 
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Set the sign-boaid in a blaze, 
When the risen sun he painted, 
Took the fancy from a glance 
At thy glittering countenance. 

Soon as gentle breezes bring 
News of winter's vanishing. 
And the children build their bowers, 
Sticking 'kerchief-plots of mould 
All about with full-blown ilowers, 
Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold ! 
With the proudest thou art there, 
Mantling in the tiny square. 

Often have I sighed to measure 
By myself a lonely pleasure, 
Sighed to think, I read a book 
Only read, perhaps, by me ; 
Yet I long could overlook 
Thy bright coronet and thee, 
And thy arch and wily ways. 
And thy store of other praise. 

Blithe of heart, from week to week 
Thou dost play at hide-and-seek ; 
While the patiënt primrose sits 
Like a beggar in the cold, 
Thou, a flower of wiser wits, 
Slipp'st into thy sheltering hold ; 
Liveliest of the vemal train 
When ye all are out again. 

Drawn by what peculiar spell, 
By what charm of sight or smell, 
Does the dim-eyed curious Bee, 
Labouring for her waxen cells, 
Fondly settle upon Thee, 
Prized above all buds and bells 
Opening daily at thy side, 
By the season mtdtiplied ? 
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Thou art not beyond the moon, 
But a thing '' beneath our shoon 
Let the bold Discoverer thrid 
In his bark the polar sea ; 
Rear who will a pyramid ; 
Praise it is enoagh for me, 
If there be but three or four 
Who will love my little flower. 



THE LEECH'GATHERER ; OR, RESOLUTION AND 

INDEPENDENCB. 

Compoted May 3-Jtdf 4, i8os. INiUished 1807. 

I. 

There was a roaring in the wind all night ; 
The rain came heavily and feil in floods ; 
But now the sun is rising calm and bright ; 
The birds are singing in the distant woods ; 
Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods ; 
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters ; 
And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters. 

II. 

All things that love the sun are out of doors ; 
The sky rejoices in the moming's birth ; 
The grass is bright with rain-drops ;— on the moors 
The hare is running races in her mirth ; 
- And with her feet she from the plashy earth 
Raises a mist ; that, gUttering in the sun, 
Runs with her all Jhe way, wherever she doth run. 

III. 

I was a Traveller then upon the moor, 
I saw the hare that raced about with joy ; 
I heard the woods and distant waters roar ; 
Or heard them not, as happy as a boy : 
The pleasant season did my heart employ : 
My old remembrances went from me whoUy ; 
And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy. 



k 
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IV. 

But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might 
Of joy in minds that can no fiuther go, 
As high as we have mounted in delight 
In our dejection do we sink as low ; 
To me that moming did it happen so ; 
And fears and £uicies thick upon me came ; 
Dimsadness — and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor could 
name. 

V. 

I heard the sky-lark warbling in the sky ; 
And I bethought me of the playfiil hare : 
Even such a happy Child of earth am I ; 
Even as these blissful creatures do I fare ; 
Far from the world I walk, and iiom all care ; 
But there may come another day to me — 
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty. 



VI. 

My whole life I have lived in pleasant thoughtt 

As if life's business were a summer mood ; 

As if all needfiil things would come unsought 

To genial faith, still hch in genial good ; 

But how can He expect that others should 

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call 

Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all ? 



VIL 

I thought of Chatterton, the marveUous Boy, 

The sleepless Soul that perished in his pride ; 

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy 

FoUowing his plougl^ along the mountain-side : 

By our own spirits are we deified : 

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness ; 

But thereof comes in the end despondency and madness. 
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VIII. 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, 

A leading from above, a something given, 

Yet it befe], that, in this lonely place, 

When I with these untoward thoughts had striven, 

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven 

1 saw a Man before me unawares : 

The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs. 



IX. 

As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie 
Couched on the bald top of an eminence ; 
Wonder to all who do the same espy, 
By what means it could thither come, and whence ; 
So that it seems a thing endued with sense : 
Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a shelf 
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself ; 



X, 

Such seemed this Man, not all alive nor dead, 

Nor all asleep — in his extreme old age : 

His body was bent doublé, feet and head 

Coming together in life's pilgrimage ; 

As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage 

Of sickness feit by him in times long past, 

A more than human weight upon his frame had cast 



XI. 

Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face, 
Upon a long grey stafF of shaven wood : 
And, still as I drew near with gentle pace, 
Upon the margin of that moorish flood 
Motionless as a cloud the old man stood ; 
That heareth not the loud winds when they call ; 
And moveth altogether, if it move at alL 
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XII. 

At length, himself unsettling, he the pond 
Stirred with his stafT, and fixedly did look 
Uf>on the muddy water, which he conned, 
As if he had been reading in a book : 
And now a stranger's privilege I took ; 
And, drawing to his side, to him did say, 
" This moming gives us promise of a glohous day." 



XIII. 

A gentle answer did the old Man make, 
In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew : 
And him with further words I thus bespake, 
" What occupation do you there pursue ? 
This is a lonesome place for one like you." 
£re he replied, a flash of mild surprise 
Broke from the sable orbs of his yet-vivid eyes. 



XIV. 

His words came feebly, from a feeble chest, 

But each in solemn order foliowed each, 

With something of a lofty utterance drest — 

Choice word and measured phrase, above the reach 

Of ordinary men ; a stately speech ; 

Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use, 

Religious men, who give to God and man their dues. 



XV. 

He told, that to these waters he had come 

To gather leeches, being old and poor : 

Employment hazardous and wearisome 1 

And he had many hardships to endure : 

From pond to pond he roamed, from moor to moor ; 

Housing, with God's good help, by choice or chance ; 

And in this way he gained an honest maintenance. 



tio SELECTIONS FROU WORDSWORTH. 



XVI. 

The old Man still stood taUdng by my side ; 

But now his voice to me was like a stream 

Scarce heard ; nor word firom word could I divide ; 

And the whole body of the Man did seem 

Like one whom I had met with in a dream ; 

Or like a man from some far region sent, 

To give me human strength, by apt admonishment 



XVll. 

My former thoughts retumed : the fear that kills ; 
And hope that is unwilling to be fed ; 
Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills ; 
And mighty Poets in their misery dead. 
— Perplexed, and longing to be comfbrted, 
My question eagerly did I renew, 
'* How is it that you live, and what is it you do ?'' 

XVIII. 

He with a smile did then his words repeat ; 
And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide 
He travelled ; stirring thus about his feet 
The waters of the pools where they abide. 
^* Once I could meet with them on every side ; 
But they have dwindled long by slow decay ; 
Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may." 



XIX. 

While he was talking thus, the lonely place, 
The old Man's shape, and speech — ^all troubled me : 
. In my mind's eye I seemed to see him pace 
About the weary moors continually, 
Wandering about alone and silently. 
While I these thoughts within myself pursued, 
He, havingmade a pause, the same discourse renewed. 



STANZAS. III 

XX. 

And soon with this he other matter blended, 
Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind, 
But stately in the main ; and when he ended, 
I could have laughed myself to scom to find 
In that decrepit Man so finn a mind. 
" God," said I, *' be my help and stay secure ; 
ru Uiink of the Leech-gatherer on the loneiy moor ! " 



STANZAS (») 

WKJTTKN IN IfT POCKKT-CX)PT OF THOMSON'S CASTLX OP 

INDOLBNCB. 
Coaipoted May 9-xi, ifet. PaUklMd 18x5. 

WiTHiN our happy Castle there dwelt One 

Whom without blame I may not overlook ; 

For never sun on living creature shone 

Who more devout enjoyment with us took : 

Here on his hours he hung as on a book, 

On his own time here would he float away, 

As doth a üy upon a summer brook ; 

But go to-morrow, or belike to-day, 

Seek fbr him, — he is fled ; and whither none can say. 

Thus often would he leave our peacefiil home, 

And find elsewhere his business or delight ; 

Out of our Valley*s limits did he roam : 

Full many a time, upon a stormy night, 

His voice came to us from the neighbouring height : 

Oft could we see him driving full in view 

At mid-day when the sun was shining bright ; 

What ill was on him, what he had to do, 

A mighty wonder bred among our quiet crew. 

Ah 1 piteous sight it was to see this Man 
When he came back to us, a withered fiower, — 
Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan. 
Down would he sit ; and without strength or power 
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Look at the common grass from hour to hour : 
And oftentimes, how long I fear to say, 
Where apple-trees in blossom made a bower, 
Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay ; 
And, like a naked Indian, slept himself away. 

Great wonder to our gentle tribe it was 

Whencver fix)m ow Valley he withdrew ; 

For happier soul no living creatare has 

Than he had, being here the long day through. 

Some thought he was a lover, and did woo : 

Some thought far worse of him, and judged him wrong ; 

But Verse was what he had been wedded to ; 

And his own mind did like a tempest strong 

Come to him thus, and drove the weary Wight along. 

With him there often walked in friendly guise, 
Or lay upon the moss by brook or tree, 
A noticeable Man with laige grey eyes, 
And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly 
As if a blooming face it ought to be ; 
Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear, 
Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy ; 
Profound his forehead was, though not severe ; 
Yet some did think that he had little business here : 

Sweet heaven forefend ! his was a lawfiil right ; 

Noisy he was, and gamesome as a boy ; 

His limbs would toss about him with delight 

Like branches when strong winds the trees annoy. 

Nor lacked his calmer hours device or toy 

To banish listlessness and irksome care ; 

He would have taught you how you might employ 

Yourself ; and many did to him repair, — 

And certes not in vain ; he had inventions rare. 

Expedients, too, of simplest sort he tried : 

Long blades of grass, plucked round him as he lay, 

Made, to his ear attentively applied. 
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A pipe on which the wind would deftly play ; 

Classes he had, that little things display, 

The beede panoplied in gems and gold, 

A mailèd angel on a batde-day ; 

The mysteries that cups of flowers enfold, 

And all the gorgeous sights which fairies do behold. 

He would entice that other Man to hear 

His music, and to view his imagery : 

And, sooth, these two were each to the other dear : 

No Uvelier love in such a place could be : 

Thcre did they dweil — ^from earthly labour free, 

As happy spirits as were ever seen ; 

If but a bird, to keep them company, 

Or butterfly saté down, they were, I ween. 

As pleased as if the same had been a Maiden-queen. 



A PARBWELL. 

Compond May 99» 1809. Publuhed 18x5. 

Farewell, thou litüe Nook of mountain-ground, 

Thou rocky corner in the lowest stair 

Of that magnificent temple which doth bound 

One side of our whole vale with grandeur rare ; 

Sweet garden-orchard, eminently fair, 

The loveliest spot that man hath ever found, 

Farewell ! we leave thee to Heaven's peaceAil care, 

Thee, and the Cottage which thou dost surround. 

Our boat is safely anchored by the shore, 
And there will safely ride when we are gone ; 
The flowering shrubs that deck our humble door 
Will prosper, though untended and alone : 
Fields, goods, and far-off chattels we have none : 
These narrow bounds contain our private store 
Of things earth makes, and sun doth shine upon ; 
Here are they in our sight — ^we have no more. 

H 
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Sunshine and shower be with you, bud and bell I 
For two months now in vain we shall be sought ; 
We leave you here in solitude to dweil 
With these our latest gifts of tender thought ; 
Thou, like the moming, in thy saifron coat, 
Bright gowan, and marsh-marigold, farewdl t 
Whom from the borders of the Lake we brought, 
And placed together near our xodcy WelL (**) 

We go for One to whom ye will be dear ; 
And she will prize this Bower, this Indian shed, 
Our own contrivance, Building without peer ! 
A gentle Maid, whose heart is lowly bred, 
Whose pleasures are in wild fields gatherèd, 
With joyousness, and with a thoughtful cheer, 
Will come to you ; to you herself will wed ; 
And love the blessed life that we lead here. 

Dear spot I which we have watched with tender heed, 
Bringing thee chosen plants and blossoms blown 
Among the distant mountains, flower and weed, 
Which thou hast taken to thee as thy own, 
Making all kindness registered and known ; 
Thou for our sakes, though Naturè's child indeed. 
Fair in thyself and beautiful alone, 
Hast taken gifts which thou dost little need. 

And O, most constant, yet most fickle Place, 
That hast thy wayward moods, as thou dost show 
To them who look not daily on thy fistce ; 
Who, being loved, in love no bounds dost know, 
And sa/st when we forsake thee, " Let them go ! " 
Thou easy-hearted Thing, with thy wild race 
Of weeds and flowers, tiU we return be slow. 
And travttl with the year at a soft pace. 

Help us to teil Her tales of years gone by. 

And this sweet spring the best beloved and best ; 
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Joy will be flown in its mortality ; 

Something must stay to teil us of the rest 

Here, thronged with primroses, the steep rock's breast 

Glittered at evening like a starry sky ; 

And in this bush our sparrow built her nest, 

Of which I sang one song that will not die. 

Oh, happy Garden I ^whose sedusion deep 
Hath been so friendly to industrious hours ; 
And to soft slumbersy that did genüy steep 
Our spirits, carrying with them dreams of fiowers, 
And wild notes warbled among leaiy bowers ; 
Two buming months let sununer overleap, 
And, coming back with Her who will be ours, 
Into thy bos<Mn we again shall creep. 



""THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN SBTJ» 

This Jmfiromptu appeared, many yean ago, among the Author's 
poems, from whico, in subsequent editions, it was exduded. It is 
reprinted, at the request of the Friend in whose presenoe the Unes 
were thrown ofL 

Compoted June 8, x8os. PnUished 1807. 

The sun has long been set, 
The stars are out by twos and threes, 

The litde birds are piping yet 
Among the bushes and trees ; 

There's a cuckoo^ and one or two t^nich^^^ 

And a far-off wind that rushes, 

And a sound of water that gushes, 

And the cuckoo's sovereign cry 

Fills all the hollow of the sky. 
Who would 'go parading' 

In London, 'and masquerading,' 

On such a night of June 

With that beautiful soft half-moon, 

And all these innocent blisses ? 

On such a night as this is ! 
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COMPOSED ÜPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, 

SEPTBMBSR 3, z808. 
Composed July 30, z8o9. Published 1807. 

Earth has not any thing to show more fair : 
DuU would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 
This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the moming ; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky ; 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifïdly steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill ; 
Ne'er saw I, never feit, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will : 
Dear God I the very houses seem asleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still I 



CompoMd August i8oa. Publiifaed 1807. 

It is a beauteous evening, calm and fiee, 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 

Breathless with adoration ; the broad sun 

Is sinking down in its tranquillity ; 

The gentleness of heaven broods o^er the Sea : 

Listen 1 the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with his etemal motion make 

A sound like thunder — everlastingly. 

Dear Child ! dear Girl ! that walkest with me here, 

If thou appear untouched by solenm thought, 

Thy nature is not therefore less divine : 

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year ; 

And worship'st at the Temple's inner shrine, 

God being with thee when we know it not 
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ON THE BXTJNCTION OP THE VENETIAN 

REPÜBUC. 

Coroposed August xSoa. Published 1807. 

Once did She hold the gorgeous east in fee ; 
And was the safeguard of the west : the worth 
Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 
She was a maiden City, bright and free ; 
No guile seduced, no force could violate > 
And, when she took unto herself a Mate, 
She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 
And what if she had seen those glories fade, 
Those titles vanish, and that strength decay ; 
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid 
When her long life hath reached its iinal day : 
Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shade 
Of that which once was great, is passed away. 



TO TOUSSAINT VOUVERTÜRE. 

Composed August x8oa. PublUhed 1803. C^) 

TOUSSAINT, the most unhappy man of men ! 
Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough 
Within thy hearing, or Üiy head be now 
Pillowed in some deep dungeon's earless den ; — 
O miserable Chieftain I where and when 
Wilt thou find patience ? Yet die not ; do thou 
Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerfiil brow : 
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again, 
Live, and take comfort Thou hast left behind 
Powers that will work for thee ; air, earth, and skies ; 
There's not a breathing of the conmion wind 
That will foi^get thee ; thou hast great allies ; 
Thy friends are exultations, agonies, 
And love, and man's unconquerable mind. 
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W RITTEN m LONDON, SEPTEMBER 1802. 

Compoced September i8oa. PaUiahed 1807. 

O Friend ! I know not which way I must look 
For comfort, being, as I am, opprest, 
To think that now our life is only drest 
For show ; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook, 
Or groom 1 — ^We must run glittering like a brook 
In the open sunshine, or we are unblest : 
The wealthiest man among us is the best : 
No grandeur now in nature or in book 
Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense, 
This is idolatry ; and these we adore : 
Plain living and high thinking are no more : 
The homely beauty of the good old cause 
Is gone ; our peace, our fearflil innocence, 
And pure religion breathing household laws. 

LONDON, 1803. 

Composed September z8oa. Pabltsbed 1807. 

MiLTON ! thou should'st be living at this hour : 
England hath need of thee : she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters : altar, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men ; 
Oh t raise us up, return to us again ; 
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart : 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea : 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 
So didst thou travel on life's common way, 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on itself did lay. 



Compoaed S ep t em ber zSoa. Pobliahed 1803. 

IT is not to be thought of that the Flood 
Of British freedom, which, to the open sea 



TO H. C. 119 

Of the world's praise, from dark antiquity 
Hath flowed, ' with pomp of waters, unwithstood,' 
Roused though it be full often to a mood 
Which spums the check of salutary bands, 
That this most famous Stream in bogs and sands 
Should peiish ; and to evil and to good 
Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung 
Armoury of the invincible Knights of old : 
We must be free or die, who speak the tongue 
That Shakspeare spake ; the faith and morals hold 
Which Milton held. — In every thing we are sprung 
Of Earth's first blood, have titles manifold. 

Compoced xBoa. Published 2803. 

When I have bome in memory what has tamed 

Great Nations, how ennobling thoughts depart 

When men change swords for ledgers, and desert 

The studenfs bower for gold, some fears unnamed 

I had, my Country ! — am I to be blamed ? 

But when I think of thee, and what thou art, 

Verily, in the bottom of my heart. 

Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

But dearly must we prize thee ; we who find 

In thee a bulwark for the cause of men ; 

And I by my afTection was beguiled. 

What wonder if a Poet now and then, 

Among the many movements of his mind, 

Feit for thee as a lover or a child ? 

TO H. C. (*») 

SIX TSASS OLD. 
Conposed x8oa. Pnblithed 1807. 

O THOU I whose fancies from afar are brought ; 

Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel, 

And fittest to unutterable thought 

The breeze-like motion and the self-bom carol ; 

Thou faery voyager 1 that dost float 

In such dear water, that thy boat 
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May rather seem 

To brood on air than on an earthly stream ; 

Suspended in a stream as clear as sky, 

Where earth and heaven do make one imagery ; 

blessed vision ! happy child ! 
Thou art so exquisitely wild, 

1 think of thee with many fears 

For what may be thy lot in future years. 

I thought of times when Pain might be thy guest, 

Lord of thy house and hospitality ; 

And Grief, uneasy lover I never rest 

But when she saté within the touch of thee. 

O too industrious folly I 

O vain and causeless melancholy ! 

Nature will either end thee quite ; 

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight, 

Preserve for thee, by individual right, 

A young lamb's heart among the fïill-grown flocks. 

What hast thou to do with sorrow, 

Or the injuries of to-morrow ? 

Thou art a dew-drop, which the mom brings forth, 

111 fitted to sustain imkindly shocks, 

Or to be trailed along the soiling earth ; 

A gem that glitters while it lives, 

And no forewaming gives ; 

But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife 

Slips in a moment out of life. 



TO THE DAISY. 

Conpoted 1809. Publiahed 1807. 

' Her divine skill taugfat me this, 
That firom cvery thing I saw 
I could some instructioo draw, 
And raise pleasure to the height 
llirough the meanest object's sight. 
By the murmur of a spring, 
Ór the least bough's nistelling ; 
By a Daisy whose leaves spread 
Shut when Titan goes to bed ; 
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Or a sbaxiy bush or tree ; 
She could more infuse in me 
Than all Nature's beauties can 
In some other wiser man.' 

—G. WlTHER. 

In youth from rock to rock I went, 
From hill to hill in discontent 
Of pleasure high and turbulent, 

Most pleased when most uneasy ; 
But now my own delights I make, — 
My thirst at every rill can slake, 
And gladly Nature's love partake, 

Of thee, sweet Daisy ! 

Thee Winter in the garland wears 
That thinly decks his few grey hairs ; 
Spring parts the clouds with softest airs, 

That she may sun thee ; 
Whole Summer-fields are thine by right ; 
And Autumn, melancholy Wight ! 
Doth in thy crimson head delight 

When rains are on thee. 

In shoals and bands, a morrice train, 
Thou greet'st the travelier in the lane *; 
Pleased at his greeting thee again ; 

Yet nothing daunted, 
Nor grieved if thou be set at nought : 
And oft alone in nooks remote 
We meet thee, like a pleasant thought, 

When such are wanted. 

Be violets in their secret mews 

The flowers the wanton Zephyrs choose ; 

Proud be the rosé, with rains and dews 

Her head impearling, 
Thou liv'st with less ambitious aim, 
Yet hast not gone without thy fame ; 
Thou art indeed by many a claim 

The Poet's darling. 
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If to a rock from rains he fly, 
Or, soxne bright day of April sky, 
Imprisoned by hot sunshine lie 

Near the green holly, 
And wearily at length should fare ; 
He needs but look about, and there 
Thou art ! — a friend at hand, to scare 

His melancholy. 

A hundred times, by rock or bower, 
Ere thus I have lain couched an hour, 
Have I derived from thy sweet power 

Some apprehension ; 
Some steady love ; some brief delight ; 
Some memory that had taken flight ; 
Some charm of fancy wrong or right ; 

Or stray invention. 

If stately passions in me bum, 

And one chance look to Thee should turn, 

I drink out of an humbler urn, 

A lowlier pleasure ; 
The homely sympathy that heeds 
The common life, oiu- nature breeds ; 
A wisdom fitted to the needs 

Of hearts at leisure. 

Fresh-smitten by the moming ray, 
When thou art up, alert and gay, 
Then, cheerful Flower 1 my spirits play 

With kindred gladness : 
And when, at dusk, by dews opprest 
Thou sink'st, the image of thy rest 
Hath oflen eased my pensive breast 

Of careful sadness. 

And all day long I number yet, 
All seasons through, another debt, 
Which I, wherever thou art met, 
To Üiee am owing ; 
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An instinct call it, a blind sense ; 
A happy, g«nial inflaence. 
Coming one knows not how, nor whence. 
Nor whither going. 

Child of the Year 1 that round dost run 
Thy pleasant course, — when da/s begun 
As ready to salute the sun 

As lark or leveret, 
Thy long-lost praise thou shalt regain ; 
Nor be less dear to future men 
Than in old time ; — ^thou not in vain 

Art Nature's Êivourite. 



TO THE SA ME PLO W ER. 

CompoMd 180a. Published 2807. 

WiTH little here to do or see 

Of things that in the great world be, 

Daisy I again I talk to thee, 

For thou art worthy, 
Thou unassuming Conunon-place 
Of Nature, with that homely face, 
And yet with something of a grace 

Which Love makes for thee I 

Oft on the dappled turf at ease 

I sit, and play with similes. 

Loose types of things through all degrees, 

Thoughts of thy raising : 
And many a fond and idle name 
I give to thee, for praise or blame. 
As is the humour of the game, 

While I am gazing. 

A nun demure of lowly port ; 
Or sprightly maiden, of Lové's court, 
In thy simplicity the sport 
Of all temptations ; 
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A queen in crown of rubies drest ; 
A starveling in a scanty vest ; 
Are all, as seems to suit thee best, 
Thy appellations. 

A little cyclops, with one eye 
Staring to threaten and defy, 
That thought comes next — ^and instantly 

The freak is over, 
The shape will vanish — and behold 
A silver shield with boss of gold, 
That spreads itself some faery bold 

In fight to cover ! 

I see thee glittering from afar — 
And then thou art a pretty star ; 
Not quite so fair as many are 

In heaven above thee j 
Yet like a star, with glittering crest, 
Self-poised in air thou seem'st to rest ; — 
May peace come never to his nest 

Who shall reprove thee I 

Bright Flawer l for by that name at last, 
When all my reveries are past, 
I call thee, and to that cleave fast, 

Sweet silent creature I 
That breath'st with me in sun and air. 
Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 

Of thy meek nature ! 



TO THE DAISY. 

Co m poted i8oa. Published 1807. 

Bright Flower I whose home is cverywhere, 
A Pilgrim bold in Naturels care, 
And all the long year through the heir 
Of joy or sorrow. 
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Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with humanity, 
Given to no other flower I see 
The forest thorough I 

Is it that Man is soon deprest ? 

A thoughtless Thing 1 who, once unblest, 

Does little on his memory rest, 

Or on his reason, 
And Thou would'st teach him how to find 
A shelter under every wind, 
A hope for times that are unkind 

And every season ? 

Thou wandei'st the wide world about, 
Uncheck'd by pride or scrupulous doubt, 
With friends to greet thee, or without, 

Yet pleased and willing ; 
Meek, yielding to the occasion's call, 
And all things suffering from all, 
Thy function apostolical 

In peace fulfilling. 



1803. 
THE GREEN LINNET. 

CompoMd 1803. Published 1807. 

Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed 
Their snow-white blossoms on my head, 
With brightest sunshine round me spread 

Of spring's unclouded weather, 
In this sequestered nook how sweet 
To sit upon my orchard-seat ! (^) 
And birds and flowers once more to greet, 

My last yeai's friends together. 



1 
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One have I marked, the happiest guest 
In all this covert of the biest : 
Hail to Thee, fer above the rest 

In joy of voice and pinion 1 
Thou, Linnet t in thy green array, 
Presiding Spirit here to-day, 
Dost lead the revels of the May ; 

And this is thy dominion. 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers 
Make all one band of paramours, 
Thou, ranging up and down the bowers, 

Art sole in thy employment : 
A Life, a Presence like the Air, 
Scattering thy gladness without care, 
Too biest with any one to pair ; 

Thyself thy own enjoyment 

Upon yon tuft of hazel trees, 
That twinkle to the gusty breeze, 
Behold him perched in ecstasies, 

Yet seeming still to hover ; 
There 1 where the flutter of his wings 
Upon his back and body flings 
Shadows and sunny glimmerings, 

That cover him all over. 

My sight he dazzles, half deceives, 
A Brother of the dancing leaves ; 
Then flits, and from the cottage-eaves 

Pours forth his song in gushes ; 
As if by that exulting strain 
He mocked and treated with disdain 
The voiceless Form he chose to feign, 

While fluttering in the bushes. 
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YEW'TREES. 

Cooipoced 1803. PuUUhed 1815. 

There is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton Vale, (") 

Which to this day stands single, in the midst 

Of its own darkness, as it stood of yore : 

Not loth to fiimish weapons for the bands 

Of Umfraville or Percy ere they marched 

To Scodand's heaths ; or those that crossed the sea 

And drew their sounding bows at Azincour, 

Perhaps at earlier Crecy, or Poictiers. 

Of vast circumference and gloom profoand 

This solitary Tree ! a living thing 

Produced too slowly ever to decay ; 

Of form and aspect too magnificent 

To be destroyed. But worthier still of note 

Are those fratemal Four of Borrowdale, 

Joined in one solemn and capacious grove ; 

Huge trunks I and each particular trunk a growth 

Of intertwisted fibres serpentine 

Up-coiling, and inveterately convolved ; 

Nor uninformed with Phantasy, and looks 

That threaten the profane ; — sl pillared shade, 

Upon whose grassless floor of red-brown hue, 

By sheddings fix>m the pining umbrage tinged 

Perennially — ^beneath whose sable roof 

Of boughs, as if for festal purpose, decked 

With unrejoicing berries — ghostly Shapes 

May meet at noontide ; Fear and trembling Hope, 

Silence and Foresight ; Death the Skeleton 

And Time the Shadow ; — there to celebrate. 

As in a natural temple scattered o'er 

With altars imdisturbed of mossy stone, 

United worship ; or in mute repose 

To lie, and listen to the mountain dood 

Murmuring from Glaramara's inmost caves. 
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AT THE GRAVB OP BURNS. 

GEVEN Y£ARS AFTER HIS DEATM. 

Published x&fs. 

I SHIVER, Spirit fierce and bold, 

At thought of what I now behold : 

As vapours breathed from dungeons cold 

Strike pleasure dead, 
So sadness comes from out the mould 

Where Bums is laid. 

And have I then thy bones so near, 
And thou forbidden to appear ? 
As if it were thyself that's here 

I shrink with pain ; 
And both my wishes and my fear 

Alike are vain. 

Off weight — nor press on weight I — ^away 
Dark thoughts ! — ^they came, but not to stay ; 
With chastened feelings would I pay 

The tribute due 
To him, and aught that hides his clay 

From mortal view. \ 

Fresh as the flower, whose modest worth ! 

He sang, his genius 'glinted' forth, 
Rosé like a star that touching earth, 

For so it seems, 
Doth glorify its humble birth 

With matchless beams. 

The piercing eye, the thoughtfiil brow, i 

The struggling heart, where be they now ? — ' 

Full soon the Aspirant of the plough, 

The prompt, the brave, i 

Slept, with the obscurest, in the low 

And silent grave. 



^-^ 
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Well might I moum that He was gone 
Whose light I hailed when first it shone, 
When, breaking forth as Nature's own, 

It showed my youth 
How Verse may build a princely throne 

On humble truth. 

Alas I where'er the current tends, 
Regret pursues and with it blends, — 
Huge Criffers hoary top ascends 

By Skiddaw seen, — 
Neighbours we were, and loving friends 

We might have been ; 

True friends though diversely inclined ; 
But heart with heart and mind with mind, 
Where the main fibres are entwined, 

Through Nature's skill, 
May even by contraries be joined 

More closely still. 

The tear will start, and let it flow ; 
Thou 'poor Inhabitant below/ 
At this dread moment — even so — 

Might we together 
Have saté and talked where gowans blow, 

Or on wild heather. 

What treasures would have then been placed 
Within my reach ; of knowledge graced 
By fancy what a rich repast 1 

But why go on ? — 
Oh ! spare to sweep, thou moumfiil blast, 

His grave grass-grown. 

There, too, a Son, his joy and pride, 
(Not three weeks past the Stripling died,) 
Lies gathered to his Father's side, 

Soul-moving sight I 
Yet one to which is not denied 

Some sad delight 

I 
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For ké i« safe, a qmtt bed 

Hath eariy found among the dead, 

Hatboured where none can be misled, 

Wronged, or distrest ; 
And fturely here it may be saki 

That such are biest 

And oh for TTiee, by pitying grace 
Checked oft-times in a devious race, 
May He who halloweth the place 

Where Man is laid 
Receive thy Spirit in the embrace 

For which it prayed I 

Sighing I tumed away ; but ere 
Night feil I heard, or seemed to hear, 
Music that sorrow comes not aear, 

A ritual hymn, 
Chaunted in love that casts out iear 

By Seraphim. 



THOÜGHTS 

SUGGBSTBD THS DAY FOLLOWING. ON THE BANKS OF NrTH, MBAK 

THE POET'S aSSIDENCE. 

PttUished 1843. 

TOO frail to keep the lofty vow 

That must have foliowed when his brow 

Was wreathed — " The Vision " tells us how — 

With holly spray, 
He feultered, drifted to and ira, 

And passed away. 

Well might such thoughts, dear Sister, throng 
Our minds when, lingering all too long. 
Over the grave of Bums we hung 

In social grieft 
Indulged as if it were a wrong 

To seek relief. 
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But, leavmg each tmqniet theme 
Where gendest judgments may misdeem. 
And prompt to welcome every gleam 

Of good and &ir, 
Let us beside this limpid Stream 

Breathe hopeful air. 

Enough of sorrow, wreek, and blight ; 
Think rather of those moments bright 
When to the consciousness of right 

His course was true, 
When Wisdom prospered in his sight 

And virtue grew. 

Yes, freely let our hearts expand, 
Freely as in youth's season bland, 
When side by side, his Book in hand, 

We wont to stray, 
Our pleasure varying at command 

Of each sweet Lay. 

How oft inspired must he have trod 
These pathways, yon £ar-stretching road ! 
There lurks his home ; in that Abode, 

With mirth elate, 
Or in his nobly-pensive mood, 

The Rustic saté. 

Proud thoughts that Image overawes, 
Before it humbly let us pause, 
And ask of Nature, from what cause 

And by what mies 
She trained her Bums to win applause 

That shames the Schools. 

Through busiest street and loneliest glen 

Are feit the flashes of his pen : 

He mies mid winter snows, and when 

Bees fill their hives ; 
Deep in the general heart of men 

His power survives. 
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What need of fields in some far clime 
Where Heroes, Sages, Bards sublime, 
And all that fetched the flowing rhyme 

From genuine springs, 
Shall dweil together till old Time 

Folds up his wings ? 

Sweet Mercy I to the gates of Heaven 
This Minstrel lead, his sins forgiven ; 
The rueful conflict, the heart riven 

With vain endeavour, 
And memory of Earth's bitter leaven 

Effaced for ever. 

But why to Him confine the prayer, 
When kindred thoughts and yeamings bear 
On the frail heart the purest share 

With aU that live ?— 
The best of what we do and are, 

Just God, forg^ve I 



TO A HIGHLAND GIRL. 

(AT INVfiRSNAID, UPON LOCH LOMOND.) 
Compofied 1803. Published 18x5. 

SwEET Highland Girl, a very shower 

Of beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

Twice seven consenting years have shed 

Their utmost boimty on thy head : 

And these grey rocks ; that household lawn ; 

Those trees, a veil just half withdrawn ; 

This fall of water that doth make 

A murmur near the silent lake ; 

This little bay ; a quiet road 

That holds in shelter thy Abode — 

In truth together do ye seem 

Like something ÜEishioned in a dream ; 
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Such Fonns as from their covert peep 
When earthly cares are laid asleep ! 
But, O fair Creature ! in the light 
Of common day, so heavenly bright, 
I bless Thee, Vision as thou art, 
I bless thee with a human heart ; 
God shield thee to thy latest years t 
Thee, neither know I, nor thy peers ; 
And yet my eyes are filled with tears. 

With eamest feeling I shall pray 
For thee when I am far away : 
For never saw I mien, or face, 
In which more plainly I could tracé 
Benignity and home-bred sense 
Ripening in perfect innocence. 
Here scattered, like a random seed, 
Remote from men, Thou dost not need 
The embarrassed look of shy distress, 
And maidenly shamefacedness : 
Thou wear'st upon thy forehead clear 
The freedom of a Mountaineer : 
A face with gladness overspread 1 
Soft smiles, by human kindness bred ! 
And seemliness complete, that sways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays ; 
With no restraint, but such as springs 
From quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech : 
A bondage sweetly brooked, a strüè 
That gives thy gestures grace and life ! 
So have I, not unmoved in mind, 
Seen birds of tempest-loving kind — 
Thus beating up against the wind. 



What hand but would a garland cull 
For thee who art so beautüul ? 



1 
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happy pleasure ! here to dweil 
Beside thee in some heathy dell ; 
Adopt your homely.ways, and dress, 
A Shepherd, thou a Shepherdess I 
But I could frame a wish for thee 
More like a grave reality : 

Thou art to me bat as a wave 

Of the wild sea ; and I would have 

Some claim upon thee, if I could, 

Though but of common neighbourhood. 

What joy to hear thee, and to see ! 

Thy elder Brother I would be, 

Thy Father — anything to thee \ 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its grace 
Hath led me to this lonely place. 
Joy have I had ; and going hence 

1 bear away my recompence. 
In spots like these it is we prize 

Our Memory, feel that she hath eyes : 
Then, why should I be loth to stir ? 
I feel this place was made for her ; 
To give new pleasure like the past, 
Continued long as life shall last 
Nor am I loth, though pleased at heart, 
Sweet Highland Girl 1 from thee to part ; 
For I, methinks, till I grow old. 
As fair before me shall behold, 
As I do now, the cabin small, 
The lake, the bay, the water&ll ; 
And Thee» the Spirit of them all I 
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GLBN'ALMAIN; ORy THE NARROW GLEN. 

Publialied 1807. 

In this stiU place, remote from men, 

Sleeps Ossian, in the narrow glen ; 

In this StiU place, where muimurs on 

But one meek streamlet, only one : 

He sang of battles, and the breath 

Of stormy war, and violent death ; 

And should, methinks, when all was past. 

Have rightAilly been laid at last 

Where rocks were rudely heaped, and rent 

As by a spirit turbulent ; 

Where sights were rough, and sounds were wild, 

And everything unreconciled ; 

In some complaining, dim retreat, 

For fear and melancholy meet ; 

But this is calm ; there cannot be 

A more entire tranquillity. 

Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ? 
Or is it but a groundless creed ? 
What matters it ? — I blame them not 
Whose Fancy in this lonely Spot 
Was moved ; and in this way expressed 
Their notion of its perfect rest 
A convent, even a hermit's cell, 
Would break the silence of this Dell : 
It is not quiet, is not ease ; 
But something deeper far than these : 
The separation that is here 
Is of the grave ; and of austere 
Yet happy feelings of the dead : 
And, therefbre, was it rightly said 
That Ossian, last of au his race ! 
Lies buried in this lonely place. 
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STBPPING WBSTWARD. ' 

While my Fellow-trayeller and I were walking hy the side of Loch 
Ketterine, one fine evening after sunset, on our road to a Hut where, 
in the course of our Tour, we had been hospitably entertained some 
weeks before, we met, in one of the loneliest parts of that solitary 
region, two well-dressed Women, one of whom said to us, by way of 
greeting, " Wbat, you are stepping westward?" 

Published 1807. 

" WHATyyou are stepping westwardl^ — ** YeaJ* 
— ^*Twould be a wildish destiny, 
If we, who thus together roam 
In a strange Land, and far from home, 
Were in this place the guests of Chance : 
Yet who would stop, or fear to advance, 
Though home or shelter he had none, 
With such a sky to lead him on ? 

The dewy ground was dark and cold ; 
Behind, all gloomy to behold ; 
And stepping westward seemed to be 
A kind of keavenly destiny : 
I liked the greeting ; 'twas a sound 
Of something without place or bound ; 
And seemed to give me spiritual right 
To travel through that region bright. 

The voice was soft, and she who spake 
Was walking by her native lake : 
The salutation had to me 
The very sound of courtesy : 
lts power was feit ; and while my eye 
Was fixed upon the glowing Sky, 
The echo of the voice enwrought 
A htunan sweetness with the thought 
Of travelling through the world that lay 
Before me in my endless way. 
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THE SOLITARY REAPER. 

Composed 2803. PnblJshed 1807. 

Behold her, single in the field, 
Yon solitary Highland Lass ! 
Reaping and singing by herself ; 
Stop here, or gently pass ! 
Alone she cuts and binds the grain. 
And sings a melancholy strain ; 

listen I for the Vale profound 
Is overflowing with the sound. 

No Nightingale did ever chaunt 
More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt, 
Among Arabian sands : 
A voice so thriUing ne'er was heard 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 

WiU no one teU me what she sings ? — 

Perhaps the plaintive numbers ilow 

For old, unhappy, far-ofT things, 

And battles long ago : 

Or is it some more humble lay, 

Familiar matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 

That has been, and may be again ? 

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang 
As if her song could have no ending ; 

1 saw her singing at her work, 
'And o*er the sickle bending ; — 

I listened, motionless and still ; 
And, as I mounted up the hill, 
The music in my heart I bore, 
Long alter it was heard no more. 
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ADDRBSS TO KILCHÜRN CASTLB, ÜPON 

LOCH A WB. 

' Fkom the top of the hill a most impressi've soene opened upon our 
' view, — a mined Castle on aa Islaad (for an Island the flood had 
' made it) at some distanoe from the shore, backed by a Cove of the 
'Moontain Cruachan, down which came a foaming stream. The 
'Castle occupied every foot of the Island that was visible to us, 
' appearing to rise out of the water, — mists rested upon the mountain 
' side, with spots of sonshine ; there was a mild desolation in the low 
'grounds, a solemnj grandeur in the mountains, and the Castle was 
' wild, yet statély — not dismantled of tuiret»— nor the walls broken 
'down, though obviously a ruin.' — Extract from the J<mmal of my 
Companion. 

Composed 1803- •— ~. Published tZaj. 

Child of loud-üuoated War ! the mountain Stream 

Roars in thy hearing ; but thy hour of rest 

Is come, and thou art silent in thy age ; 

Save when the wind sweeps by and sounds are caught 

Ambiguous, neither wholly thine nor theirs* 

Oh ! there is life that breathes not ; Powers there are 

That touch each other to the quick in modes 

Which the gross world no sense hath to perceive, 

No soul to dream o£ What art Thou, from care 

Cast off— abandoned by thy rugged Sire, 

Nor by soft Peace adopted ; though, in place 

And in dimension, such that thou might'st seem 

But a mere footstool to yon sovereign Lord, 

Huge Cruachan, (a thing that meaner hiUs 

Might crush, nor know that it had suffered harm ;} 

Yet he, not loth, in favour of thy claims 

To reverence, suspends his own ; submitting 

All that the God of Nature hath conierred. 

All that he holds in common with the stars, 

To the memorial majesty of Time 

Impersonated in thy calm decay I 

Take, then, thy seat, Vic^erent unieproved I 
Now, while a foreweU gleam of evening light 
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Is fondly lingering on thy shattered front» 

Do thou, in turn» be paramount ; and rule 

Over the pomp and beauty of a scène 

Whose mountains, torrents, lake, and woods, unite / 

To pay thee homage ; and with these are joined, 

In willing admiration and respect, 

Two Hearts, which in thy presence might be called 

Youthfial as Spring. — Shade of departed Power, 

Skeleton of unfleshed hmnanity, 

The chronicle were welcome that should call 

Into the compass of distinct regard 

The toüs and struggles of thy infant years ! 

Yon foaming flood seems motionless as ice ; 

lts dizzy turbulence eludes the eye, 

Frozen by distance ; so, majestic Pile, 

To the perception of thls Age, appear 

Thy fierce b^innings, softened and subdued 

And quieted in character — the strife, 

The pride, the fiiry uncontrollable, 

Lost on the aêrial heights of the Cnisades ! 



Y ARROW ÜNVISITBD. 

See the vsrious Poems the scène of wfaich is laid npon the banks 
of the Yarrow; in particular, the ezquisite BaOad of Hamilton 
beginning — 

" Bask ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny Bride, 
Bask ye» bosk ye, my winsome Moitow 1 " 

Compowd 1803. Pubfished 2807. 

From Stirling Castle we had seen 
The mazy Forth unravelled ; 
Had trod the banks of Clyde and Tay, 
And with the Tweed had travelled ; 
And when we came to Clovenford, 
Then said my " wimome Marrow^ 
" Whate'er betide, wè^ll turn aside, 
And see the Braes of Yarrow.^ 
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" Let Yarrow i^Qn^frae Selkirk town, 
Who have been buying, selling, 
Go back to Yarrow, 'tis their own ; 
Each malden to her dwelling I 
On YarroVs banks let herons feed, 
Hares couch, and rabbits burrow t 
But we will downward with the Tweed, 
Nor turn aside to Yarrow. 

There^s Galla Water, Leader Haughs, 
Both lying right before us ; 
And Dryborough, where with chiming Tweed 
The lintwhites sing in chorus ; 
There's pleasant Tiviot-dale, a land 
Made blithe with plough and harrow : 
Why throw away a needful day 
To go in search of Yarrow ? 

What*s Yarrow but a river bare, 

That glides the dark hills under? 

There are a thousand such elsewhere 

As worthy of your wonder." 

— Strange words they seemed of slight and scom ; 

My True-love sighed for sorrow ; 

And looked me in the face, to think 

I thus could speak of Yarrow I 

" Oh ! green," said I, "are Yarrow's holms, 
And sweet is Yarrow flowing ! 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
But we will leave it growing. 
O'er hilly path, and open Strath, -x 

We'11 wander Scotland thorough ; 
But, though so near, we will not turn 
Into the dale of Yarrow. 

Let beeves and home-bred kine partake 
The sweets of Bum-miU meadow ; 
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The swan on still St Maiys Lake 
Float doublé» swan and shadow I 
We wiU not see them ; will not go, 
To-day, nor yet to-morrow ; 
Enough if in our hearts we know 
There's such a place as Yarrow. 

Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown I 
It must, or we shall rue it : 
We have a vision of our own ; 
Ah 1 why should we undo it ? 
The treasured dreams of times long past, 
We'U keep them, winsome Marrow I 
For when we're there, although 'tis fair, 
Twill be another Yarrow 1 

If Care with freezing years should come, 

And wandering seem but foUy, — 

Should we be loth to stir from home, 

And yet be melancholy ; 

Should life be dull, and spirits low, 

'T will soothe us in our sorrow, 

That earth has something yet to show, 

The bonny holms of Yarrow ! ^ 



ANTICIPATION. OCTOBER 1803. 

Compoted 1803. PubUshed 2807. 

Shout, for a mighty Victory is won ! 

On British ground the In vaders are laid low ; 

The breath of Heaven has drifled them like snow, 

And left them lying in the silent sun, 

Never to rise again ! — the work is done. 

Come forth, ye old men, now in peaceful show 

And greet your sons ! drums beat and trumpets blow l 

Make mcrry, wives ! ye little children, stun 

Your grandame's ears with pleasure oif your noise 1 

Clap, infants, clap your hands 1 Divine must be 



142 SBLBCTÏONS FROM WORDSWORTH. 

That trimnph, when the very worst, the pain, 
And even the prospect of our brethren slain, 
Hath something in it which the heart enjoys : 
In glory will they sleep and endless sanctity. 



1 804. 
"SH£ WAS A PHANTOM OP DBLIGHT." 

Composed 1804. PubUshed 2807. 

She was a Phantom of delight (*) 
When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a n^oment's ornament ; 
Her eyes-as stars of Twilight faiir ; 
Like Twitighfs, too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerfbl Dawn ; 
A dancing Shape, an Image gay, 
To haunt, to startle, and way-lay. 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free. 

And steps of virgin-liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A Creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 
A Being breathing thoughtfiil breath, 
A Travelier between life and death ; 
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The reason firni, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 
A peifect Waman, nobly planned, 
To wam, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of angelic light 



THE DAFPODILS; 

OR, 

•• J WANDBRBD LONELY AS A CLOUD.*" 

Composed 1804. Published 1807. 

I WAKDERED lonely as a doud 
That floats on high ö'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils ; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fiattering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the maigin of a bay : 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced ; but they 

Out-did the sparlding waves in glee : 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company : 

I gazed — and gazed — ^but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought : 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye (^} 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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THE AFFLICTJON OF MARGARET. (») 

Composed 1804. Published 1807. 

Where art thou, my beloved son, 
Where art thou, worse to me than dead ? 
Oh, find me, prosperous or imdone I 
Or, if the grave be now thy bed, 
Why am I ignorant of the same, 
That I may rest ; and neither blame 
Nor sorrow may attend thy name ? 



Seven years, alas I to have received 
No tidings of an only child ; 
To have despaired, have hoped, believed, 
And been for evermore beguiled ; 
Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss 1 
I catch at them and then I miss ; 
Was ever darkness like to this ? 



Alas I the fowls of heaven have wings, 
And blasts of heaven will aid their flight ; 
They mount, how short a voyage brings 
The wanderers back to their delight I 
Chains tie us down by land and sea ; 
And wishes, vain as mine, may be 
All that is left to comfort thee. 



Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan, 
Maimed, mangled by inhuman men ; 
Or thou upon a desert thrown 
Inheritest the lion's den ; 
Or hast been summoned to the deep, 
Thou, thou, and all thy mates, to keep 
An inconununicable sleep. 
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I look for ghosts ; but none wiU force 
Their way to me : — ^^tis falsely said 
That there was ever intercourse 
Between the living and the dead ; 
For, surely, then I should have sight 
Of him I wait for day and night, 
With love and longings infinite. 

My apprehensions come in crowds ; 
I dread the rustling of the grass ; 
The very shadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as they pass : 
I question things and do not find 
One that will answer to my mind ; 
And all the world appears unkind. 

Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief: 
If any chance to heave a sigh, 
They pity me and not my grief. 
Then come to me, my son, or send 
Some tidings that my woes may end ; 
I have no other earthly fnend. 



ADDRESS TO MY INFANT DAUGHTBR, DORA, 

ON BEING RBMINDBD THAT SHE WAS A MONTH OLD 
THAT DAT, SEPTEMBER l6. 

Compofed 2804. Publish«d 18x5. 

Hast thou then survived — 

Mild Offspring of infirm hum^ity, 
Meek Infant I among all forlomest things 
The most forlom — one life of that bright star, - 
The second glory of the Heavens ? — ^Thou hast ; 
Already hast survived that great decay, 
That transformation through the wide earth feit, 
And by all nations. In that Being's sight 

K 
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From whom the Race af haman kind prooeed, 

A thoiisand yean are but as 3restenlay ; 

And one da/s narroir circuit is to Him 

Not less capadous than a thousand yean. 

But what is time ? What ontward giory ? neither 

A measure is of Thee, whose claims extend 

Through * heaven's etemal ycar.' — ^Yct hail to Thee, 

Frail, feeble, Monthling ! — ^by that name, methinks, 

Thy scanty breathing-time is portioned out 

Not idly. — Hadst thou been of Indian birth, 

Couched on a casual bed of moss and leaves, 

And rudely canopied by leafy boughs, 

Or to the churlish elements exposed 

On the blank plains, — the coldness af the night, 

Or the night's darkness» or its cheerfiil face 

Of beauty, by the changing moon adomed, 

Would, with imperious admonition, then 

Have scored thine age, and punctually timed 

Thine infant history, on the minds of those 

Who might have wandered with thee. — Mother's love, 

Nor less than mothei's love in other breasts, 

Will, among us warm-clad and warmly housed, 

Do for thee what the finger of the heavens 

Doth all too often harshly execute ^ 

For thy imblest coevals, amid wilds 

Where fancy hath small liberty to grace 

The affections, to exalt them or refine ; 

And the matemal sympathy itsel^ 

Though strong, is, in the main, a joyless tie 

Of naked instinct, wound about the heart 

Happier, far happier is thy lot and ours I 

Even now — to solenmise thy helpless state, 

And to enliven in the mind's regard 

Thy passive beauty — parallels have risen, 

Resemblances, or contrasts, that connect, 

Within the region of a father's thoughts, 

Thee and thy mate and sister of the sky. 

And first ; — thy stnless progress, through a woild 

By sorrow darkened and by care distuxbed. 
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Apt likeness bears to hers, through gathered donds, 

Moving untouched in silver purity. 

And cheering oft-times their reluctant gloom. 

Fair are ye both, and both are free from stain : 

But thou, how leisurely thou filFst thy hom 

With brightness 1 leaving her to post along, 

And range about, disquieted in change. 

And still impatient of the shape she wears. 

Once up^ once down the hill, one joumey, Babe, 

That will suffice thee ; and it seems that now 

Thou hast fore-knowledge that such task is thine ; 

Thou travellest so contentedly, and sleep'st 

In such a heedless peace. Alas 1 full soon 

Hath this conception, gratefid to behold, 

Changed countenance, like an object suUied o'er 

By breathing mist ; and thine appears to be 

A moumfiil labour, while to her is given 

Hope, and a renovation without end. 

— That smile forbids the thought ; for on thy 6ace 

Smiles are beginning, like the beams of dawn, 

To shoot and circulate ; smiles have there been seen ; 

Tranquil assurances that Heaven supports 

The feeble motions of thy life, and cheers 

Thy loneliness : or shall those smiles be called 

Feelers of love, put forth as if to explore 

This untried world, and to prepare thy way 

Through a strait passage intricate and dim ? 

Such are they ; and the same are tokens, signs, 

Which, when the appointed season hath arrived, 

Joy, as her holiest language, shall adopt ; 

And Reason's godlike Power be proud to own. 
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THE SMALL CELANDINE. 

Compoted 1804. Published 1807. 

There is a Flower, the lesser Celandine, 
That shrinks, like many more, from cold and rain ; 
And, the first moment that the sun may shine, 
Bright as the sim himself, 'tis out again I 

When hailstones have been Êdling, swarm on swarm, 
Or blasts the green field and the trees distrest, 
Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm, 
In close self-shelter, like a Thing at rest 

But lately, one rough day, this Flower I passed 
And recognised it, though an altered form, 
Now standing forth an offering to the blast, 
And bufTeted at will by rain and storm. 

I stopped, and said with inly-muttered voice, 
" It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold : 
This neither is its courage nor its choice, 
But its necessity in being old. 

The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew ; 
It cannot help itself in its decay ; 
StifT in its members, withered, changed of hue." 
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was grey. 

To be a Prodigal's Favourite — ^then, worse truth, 
A Misères Pensioner — behold our lot I 
O Man, that from thy fair and shining youth 
Age might but take the things Youth needed not ! 



ODE TO DÜTY. 149 



1805. 

ODE TO DÜTY. 

'Jam non consilio bonus, aed more eó perductus, ut non tantum rectè 
facere possim, sed nisi rectè iacere non possim.' 

Compoced 1805. Published 1807. 

Stern Daughter of the Voice of God ! 
O Duty ! if that name thou love 
Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove ; 
Thou, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe ; 
From vain temptations dost set free ; 
And cahn'st the weary strife of frail humanity ! 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 
Where no misgiving is, rely 
Upon the genial sense of youth : 
Glad Hearts ! without reproach or blot ; 
Who do thy work, and know it not : 
May joy be theirs wbile life shall last ! 
And Thou, if they should totter, teach them to 
stand £sLSt ! 

Serene will be our days and bright, 
And happy will our nature be, 
When love is an imerring light, 
And joy its own security. 
And they a blissfiil course may hold 
Even now, who, not unwisely bold. 
Live in the spirit of this creed ; 
Yet find that other strength, according to their need. 

I, loving freedom, and untried ; 
No sport of every random gust, 
Yet being to myself a guide, 
Too blindly have reposed my trust : 
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And ofl, when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred 
The task, in smoother walks to stray ; 
But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I 
may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul, 
Or strong compunction in me wrought, 
I supplicate for thy control ; 
But in the quietness of thought : 
Me this imdiartered freedom tires ; 
I feel the weight of chance-desires : 
My hopes no more must change their name, 
I long for a repose that ever is the same. 

Stem Lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead's most benignant grace ; 
Nor know we any thing so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 
Flowers laugh before thee on their beds 
And fragrance in thy footing treads ; 
Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong ; 
And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, 
are fresh and strong. 

To humbler functions, awfiil Power I 
I call thee : I myself commend 
Unto thy guidanoe from this hour ; 
Oh, let my weakness have an end I 
Give unto me, made lowly wise, 
The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 
The confidence of reason give ; 
And in the light of tnith thy Bondman let me 
live! 
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TO A SKY-LARK. 

Composed 1805. Published 1807. 

Up with me ! up with me into the clouds I 

For thy song, Lark, is strong ; 
Up with me, up with me into the clouds ! 

Singing, singing, 
With all the heavens about thee ringing, 

Lift me, guide me till I find 
That spot which seems so to thy mind 1 

I have walked through wildemesses dreary 

And to-day my heart is weary ; 

Had I now the wings of a Faery, 

Up to thee would I fly. 

There is madness about thee, and joy divine 

In that song of thine ; 

Lift me^ guide me high and high 

To thy banquetix^'i^ace in the sky. 

Joyous as moming, 
Thou art langhing and scoming ; 
Thou hast a nest for thy love and thy rest, 
And, though little troubled with sloth, 
Dninken Lark I thou would'st be loth 
To be such a travelier as L 
Happy, happy Liver, 

With a soul as strong as a mountain river 
Pouring out praise to the Almighty Giver, 
Joy and jollity be with us both ! 

Alas I my joumey, rugged and uneven, 

Through prickly moors or dusty ways must wind ; 

But hearing thee, or others of thy kind, 

As full of gladness and as free of heaven, . 

I, with my fate contented, will plod on, 

And hope for higher raptures, when life's day is done. 
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PIDBLITY. 

Composed xSos* PuUishod 1807. 

A BARKING sound the Shepherd hears, 
A cry as of a dog or fox ; 
He halts — and searches with his eyes 
Among the scattered rocks : 
And now at distance can discera 
A stirring in a brake of fem ; 
And instantly a dog is seen, 
dancing through that covert green. 

The Dog is not of mountain breed ; 
lts motions, too, are wild and shy ; 
With something, as the Shepherd tfainks, 
Unusual in its cry : 
Nor is there any one in sight 
All round, in hoUow or on height ; 
Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear ; 
What is the creature doing here ? 

It was a cove, a huge recess, 

That keeps, till June, December's snow ; . 

A lofty precipice in front, 

A silent tam below 1 

Far in the bosom of Helvellyn, 

Remote from public road or dwelling, 

Pathway, or cultivated land ; 

From tracé of human foot or hand. 

There sometimes doth a leaping fish 
Send through the tam a lonely cheer ; 
The crags repeat the raven's croak, 
In symphony austere ; 
Thithcr the rainbow comes — ^the cloud — 
And mists that spread the flying shroud ; 
And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast, 
That, if it could, would hurry past ; 
But that enormous banier holds it Êist. 
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Not knowing what to think, a while 

The Shepherd stood ; then makes his way 

O'er rocks and stones, foUowing the Dog 

As quickly as he may ; 

Nor far had gone before he found 

A human skeleton on the ground ; 

The appalled Discoverer with a sigh 

Looks round, to leam the history. 

From those abrupt and perilous rocks 

The Man had fallen, that place of fear 1 

At length upon the Shepherd's mind 

It breaks, and all is clear : 

He instantly recalled the name, 

And who he was, and whence he caxne ; 

Remembered, too, the very day 

On which the Traveller passed this way. 

But hear a wonder, for whose sake 

This lamentable tale I teil ! 

A lasting monument of words 

This wonder merits welL 

The Dog, which still was hovering nigh, 

Repeating the same timid cry, 

This Dog, had been through three months' space 

A dweller in that savage place. 

Yes, proof was plain that, since the day 
When this ill-fated Traveller died, 
The Dog had watched about the spot, 
Or by his master's side : 
How nourished here through such long time 
He knows, who gave that love sublime ; 
And gave that strength of feeling, great 
Above all human estimate ! 
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TO THE DAISY. (") 

Compoted 1805. Publislied 1815. 

SwEET Flower ! belike one day to have 
A place upon thy Poet*s grave, 
I welcome thee once more : 
But He, who was on land, at sea, 
My Brother, too, in loving thee, 
Although he loved more silently, 
Sleeps by his native shore. 

Ah ! hopeful, hopeful was the day 

When to that ship he bent his way, 

To govem and to guide : 

His wish was gained : a little time 

Would bring him back in manhood's prime 

And free for life, these hills to climb ; 

With all his wants supplied. 

And full of hope day foUowed day 

While that stout Ship at anchor lay 

Beside the shoies of Wight ; 

The May had then made all things green ; 

And, iloating there, in pomp serene, 

That Ship was goodly to be seen, 

His pride and his delight ! 

Yet then, when called ashore, he sougbt 
The tender peace of rural thought : 
In more than happy mood 
To your abodes, bright daisy Flowers I 
He then would steal at leisure hours, 
And loved you glittering in your bowers, 
A starry multitude. 

But hark the word ! — ^the ship is gone ; — 
Returns from her long course : — anon 
Sets sail : — in season due, 
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Once move on English earth they stand : 
But, when a third time irom the land 
They parted, sorrow was at hand 
For Him and for his crew. 



lU-fated Vessel ! — ^ghastly shock t 

— ^At length delivered from the rock, 

The deep she hath regained ; 

And through the stormy night they steer ; 

Labouring for life, in hope and fear, 

To reach a safer shore — how near, 

Yet not to be attained ! 



** Silence ! " the brave Commander cried 
To that cahn word a shriek replied, 
It was the last death-shriek. 
— ^A few (my soul oft sees that sight) 
Survive upon the tall masfs height ; 
Bat one dear remnant of the night — 
For Him in vain I seek. 



Six weeks beneath the moving sea 

He lay in slumber quietly ; 

Unforced by wind or wave 

To quit the Ship for which he died, 

(All claims of duty satisfied ;) 

And there they fowid him at her side ; 

And bore him to the grave. 



Vain service 1 yet not vainly done 
For this, if other end were none, 
That He, who had been cast 
Upon a way of hfe unmeet 
For such a gentle Soul and sweet» 
Should find an undisturbed retreat 
Near what he loved, at last — 
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That neighbouiiiood of grove and field 

To Him a resting-place should yield, 

A meek man and a brave ! 

The birds shall sing and ocean make 

A moumful murmur for Ms sake ; 

And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and wake 

Upon his senseless grave. 



BLEGIAC STANZA S, 

SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE OF PBBLB CASTLB. («) IN A STORM, 
PAINTBD BY SIR GBORGE BEAUMONT. 

Compoced 1805. Pttbihhed 1807 

I WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile ! 
Four sommer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee : 
I saw'thee every day ; and all the while 
Thy form was sleeping on a glassy sea. 

So pure the sky, so quiet was the air I 
So like, so very like, was day to day 1 
Whene'er I looked, thy Image still was there ; 
It trembled, but it never passed away. 

How perfect was the calm 1 it seemed no sleep ; 
No mood, which season takes away, or brings : 
I could have fancied that the mighty Deep 
Was even the gentlest of all gende Things. 

Ah I THEN, if mine had been the Painter^s hand, 
To express what then I saw ; and add the gleam, 
The light that never was, on sea or land, 
The consecration, and the Poet's dream ; 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary Pile, 
Amid a world how differeht from this ! 
Beside a sea that could not cease to smile ; 
On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss. 
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Thou shouldst have seemed a treasure-house divine 
Of peaceful years ; a chronicle of heaven ; — 
Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine 
Tlie very sweetest had to thee been given. 

A Picture had it been of lasting ease, 
Elysian quiet, without toil or strife ; 
No motion but the moving tide, a breeze, 
Or merely silent Nature's breathing life. 

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart, 
Such Picture would I at that time have made : 
And seen the soul of truth in every part, 
A faith, a trust, that could not be betrayed. 

So once it would have been, — ^'tis so no more ; 
I have submitted to a new control : 
A power is gone, which nothing can restore ; 
A deep distress hath humanised my Soul. 

Not for a moment could I now behold 
A smiling sea, and be what I have been : 
The feeling of my loss will ne*er be old ; 
This, which I Icnow, I speak with mind serene. 

Then, Beaumont, Friend ! who would have been the 

Friend, 
If he h£^ lived, of Him whom I deplore, 
This woric of thine I blame not, but commend ; 
This sea in anger, and that dismal shore. 

'tis a passionate Work 1 — ^yet wise and well, 
Well chosen is the spirit that is here ; 

That Hulk which labours in the deadly swell, 
This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear I 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime, 

1 love to see the look «with which it braves, 
Cased in the imfeeling armour of old time, 

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves. 
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Faxewell, hrewelï, the heart that lives alone, 
Hoosed in a dream, at distance from the kind ! 
Such happiness, wherever it be known, 
Is to be pitied ; for 'tis sorely blind. 

But welcome fortitnde, and patiënt cheer, 
And frequent sights of what is to be borae ! 
Such sights, or worse, as are before me here. — 
Not without hope we suffer and we moum. 



ELBGIAC VBRSBS, 

IN MEMORY OF MY BROTHER, JOHN WORDSWORTH, 

C^mnutnd^ üf thé E. /. Comftutj^t skf^t He EaH <>fAè€ tgu9éMMy, /« wkich 
Jü firUkid by aUnmitout thipmnch^ Ftb, 6M, 1805. 

Composed near tlie Mouatain tradc, that leads from GrasnMre thmigh 
Griaedale Haweii vbere it desoends towanls Paterdak. (M) 

Composed 180$. Publuhed 1845. 

I. 

The Sheep-boy whistled loud, and lo ! 
That instant, startled by the shock, 
The Buzzard mounted from the rock 
Deliberate and sk>w : 
Lord of the air, he took his flight ; 
Oh l could he on that woefiil night 
Have lent his wing, my Brother dear, 
For one poor moment's space to Thee, 
And all who struggled with the Sea, 
When salety was so near. 

U. 

Thus in the weakness of my heart 
I spoke (but let that pang be still) 
When rising from the rock at will, 
I saw the Bird depart. 
And let me calmly bless the Power 
That meets me in this unknown Flower, 
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Affecting type of him I mourn ! 
With calmness sciiFer and believe, 
And grieve, and know that I must grieve, 
Not cheeriess, thongh forlorn. 



III. 

Here did we stop ; and here looked round 

While each into himself descends, 

For that last thought of parting Friends 

That is not to be found. 

Hidden was Grasmere Vale irom sight, 

Our home and his, his heart's delight, 

His quiet heart's selected home. 

But time before him melts away, 

And he hath feeling of a day 

Of blessedness to come. 



IV. 

Full soon in sorrow did I weep, 

Taught that the mutual hope was dust, 

In sorrow, but for higher trust, 

How miserably deep ! 

All vanished in a single word, 

A breath, a sound, and scarcely heard. 

Sea — Ship — drowned — Shipwreck — so it came, 

The meek, the brave, the good, was gone ; 

He who had been our living John 

Was nothing but a name. 



V. 

That was indeed a parting t oh, 

Glad am I, glad that it is past ; 

For there were some on whom it cast 

Unutterable woe. 

But they as well as I have gains ; — 

From many a humble source, to pains 
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Like these, there comes a mild release ; 
Even here I feel it, even this Plant 
Is in its beauty ministrant 
To comfort and to peace. 

VI. 

He would have loved thy modest grace, 
Meek Flower 1 To Him I would have said, 
^' It grows upon its native bed 
Beside our Parting-place ; 
There, cleaving to the ground, it lies 
With multitude of purple eyes, 
Spangling a cushion green like moss ; 
But we will see it, joyüil tide ! 
Some day, to see it in its pride, 
The mountain will we cross." 

VII. 

— Brother and friend, if verse of mine 
Have power to make thy virtues known, 
Here let a monumental Stone 
Stand — sacred as a Shrine ; 
And to the few who pass this way, 
Travelier or Shepherd, let it say, 
Long as these mighty rocks endure, — 
Oh do not Thou too fondly brood, 
Although deserving of all good. 
On any eaithly hope, however pure ! (*) 



TO A YOUNG LADY, («) 

WHO HAD BEEN REPROACHBD FOR TAKING LONG WALKS IN THE 

COUNTRY. 

Composed 1805. PuUished 1807. 

Dear Child of Nature, let them rail ! 
— There is a nest in a green dale, 
A harbour and a hold ; 
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Where thou, a Wife and Friend shalt see 
Thy own heart-stirring days, and be 
A light to young and old. 

There, healthy as a shepherd boy, 

And treading among flowers of joy 

Which at no season fade, 

Thou, while thy babes around thee cling, 

Shalt show us how divine a thing 

A Woman may be made. 

Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die, 

Nor leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh, 

A melancholy slave ; 

But an old age serene and bright, ^ 

And lovely as a Lapland night, 

Shall lead thee to thy grave. 



1806. 



CHARACTBR OP THE HAPPY WARRIOR, {^) 

Composed 1806. Publtshed 1807. 

Who is the happy Warrior ? Who is he 
That every man in arms should wish to be ? 
— It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought 
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought 
Upon the plan that pleased his boyish thought : 
Whose high endeavours are an inward light 
That makes the path before him always bright : 
Who, with a natural instinct to discem 
What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn ; 
Abides by this resolve, and stops not there, 
But makes his moral being his prime care ; 
Who, doomed to go in company with Pain, 
And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train ! 
Tums his necessity to glorious gain ; 

L 
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In face of these doth exercise a power 

Which is our human nature's highest dower ; 

Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves 

Of their bad influence, and their good receives : 

By objects, which might force the soul to abate 

Her feeling, rendered more compassionate ; 

Is placable — ^hecause occasions rise 

So often that demand such sacrifice ; 

More skilfiil in self-knowledge, even more pure. 

As tempted more ; more able to endure, 

As more exposed to suffering and distress ; 

Thence, also, more alive to tendemess. 

— *Tis he whose law is reason ; who depends 

Upon that law as on the best of friends ; 

Whence, in a state where men are tempted still 

To evil for a guard against worse ill, 

And what in quality or act is best 

Doth seldom on a right foundation rest, 

He labours good on good to Sjl, and owes 

To virtue every triumph that he knows : 

— Who, if he rise to station of command, 

Rises by open means ; and there will stand 

On honourable terms, or else retire, 

And in himself possess his own desire ; 

Who comprehends his trust, and to the same 

Keeps faiüifiil with a singleness of aim ; 

And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait 

For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state ; 

Whom they must foUow ; on whose head must £&!!, 

Like showers of manna, if they come at all : 

Whose powers shed round him in the common strife, 

Or mild concerns of ordinary life^ 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace ; 

But who, if he be called upon to foce 

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined 

Great issues, good or bad for human kind, 

Is happy as a Lover ; and attired 

With sudden brightness ; like a Man inspired ; 
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And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law 

In cahnness made, and sees what he foresaw ; 

Or if an unexpected call succeed, 

Come when it will, is equal to the need : 

He who though thus endued as with a sense 

And faculty for storm and turbulence, 

Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans 

To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scènes ; 

Sweet images ! which, wheresoe'er he be, 

Are at his heart ; and such fidelity 

It is his darling passion to approve ; 

More brave for tJiis, that he hath much to lovc : — 

Tis, finally, the Man, who, lifted high 

Conspicuous object in a Nation's eye, 

Or left unthought-of in obscurity, — 

Who, with a toward or untoward lot, 

Prosperous or ad verse, to his wish or not, 

Plays, in the many games of life, that one 

Where what he most doth value must be won : 

Whom neither shape of danger can dismay, 

Nor thought of tender happiness betray ; 

Who, not content that former worth stand fast, 

Looks forward, persevering to the last, 

From well to better, daily self-surpast : 

Who, whether praise of him must walk the eartfa 

For ever, and to noble deeds give biitb, 

Or he must go to dust without his Êune, 

And leave a dead unprofitable name, 

Finds comfort in himself and in his came ; 

And, while the mortal mist is gathering, drawt 

His breath in confidence of Heaven's applause : 

This is the happy Warrior ; this is hc 

Whom every Man in arms should wish to be. 
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THE HORN OP EGREMONT CASTLB. 

Composed x8o6. Pnbliahed 1807. 

When the Brothers reached the gateway 
With their foUowers old and young, 
To the Hom Sir Eustace pointed 
Which for ages there had hung. 
Hom it was which none could sound, 
No one upon living ground, 
Save He who came as rightful Heir 
To Egremont's Domains and Castle fair. 

Heirs from times of earliest record 

Had the House of Lucie bom, 

Who of right had held the Lordship 

Claimed by proof upon the Hom : 

£ach at the appointed hour 

Tried the Hom, — it owned his power ; 

He was acknowledged : and the blast, 

Which good Sir Eustace sounded, was the last. 

With his lance Sir Eustace pointed. 
And to Hubert thus said he, 
'* What I speak this Hom shall witness 
For thy better memory. 
Hear, then, and neglect me not ! 
At this time, and on this spot, 
The words are uttered from my heart, 
As my last eamest prayer ere we depart 

On good service we are going 

Life to risk by sea and land, 

In which course if Christ our Saviour 

Do my sinftil soul demand, 

Hither come thou back straightway, 

Hubert, if alive that day ; 

Return, and sound the Hom, that we 

May have a living House still left in thee t " 
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•* Fear not," quickly answered Hubert ; 
" As I am thy Father's son, 

What thou askest, noble Brother, 

With God's favour shall bc done." 

So were both right well content : 

Forth they from the Castle went, 

And at the head of their Array 

To Palestine the Brothers took their way. 

Side by side they fought (the Lucies 

Were a line for valour famed) 

And where'er their strokes ahghted, 

There the Saracens were tamed. 

Whence, then, could it come — the thought — 

By what evil spirit brought ? 

Oh 1 can a brave Man wish to take 

His Brother's life, for Lands* and Castle's sake ? 

" Sir ! " the Ruffians said to Hubert, 
'^ Deep he lies in Jordan fiood." 

Stricken by this ill assurance, 

Pale and trembling Hubert stood. 
"Take your eamings."~-Oh I that I 

Could have see/t my Brother die ! 

It was a pang that vexed him then ; 

And oft retumed, again, and yet again. 

Months passed on, and no Sir Eustace ! 
Nor of him were tidings heard. 
Wherefore, bold as day, the Murderer 
Back again to England steered. 
To his Castle Hubert sped ; 
Nothing has he now to dread. 
But silent and by stealth he came. 
And at an hour which nobody could name. 

None could teil if it were night-time, 
Night or day, at even or mom ; 
No one's eye had seen him enter, 
No one's ear had heard the Hom. 
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But bold Hubert lives in glee : 

Months and years went smilingly ; 

With plenty was his table spread ; 

And bright the Lady is who shares his bed. 

Likewise he had sons and daughters ; 
And, as good men do, he saté 
At his board by these surrounded, 
Flourishing in fair estate. 
And while thus in open day 
Once he saté, as old books say, 
A blast was uttered from the Hom, 
Where by the Castle-gate it hung foriom. 

'Tis the breath of good Sir Eustace 1 

He is come to claim his right : 

Ancient castle, woods, and mountains 

Hear the challenge with delight 

Hubert ! though the blast be blown 

He is helpless and alone : 

Thou hast a dungeon, speak the word ! 

And there he may be lodged, and thou be Lord. 

Speak ! — astounded Hubert cannot ; 
And, if power to speak he had, 
All are daunted, all the household 
Smitten to the heart, and sad. 
'Tis Sir Eustace ; if it be 
Living man, it must be he ! 
Thus Hubert thought in his dismay, 
And by a postem-gate he slunk away. 

Long and long was he unheard of : 

To his Brother then he came, 

Made confession, asked forgiveness, 

Asked it by a brothei's name. 

And by all the saints in heaven ; 

And of Eustace was foigiven : 

Then in a convent went to hide 

His melancholy head, and there he died. 
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But Sir Eustace, whom good angels 

Had preserved from murderers' hands, 

And from Pagan chains had rescued, 

Lived with honour on his lands. 

Sons he had, saw sons of theirs : 

And through ages, heirs of heirs, 

A long posterity renowned, 

Sounded the Hom which they alone could sound. 

A COMPLAINT. (ss) 

CompoMd z8o6. Publbhed 1807. 

There is a change — and I am poor ; 
Your love hath been, nor long ago, 
A fountain at my fond hearfs door, 
Whose only business was to flow ; 
And flow it did ; not taking heed 
Of its own bounty, ör my need. 

What happy moments did I count I 
Biest was I then all bliss above 1 
Now, for that consecrated fount 
Of murmuring, sparkling, living love, 
What have I ? Shall I dare to teil ? 
A comfortless and bidden welL 

A well of love — it may be deep — 
I trust it is, — and never dry : 
What matter ? if the waters sleep 
In silence and obscurity. 
— Such change, and at the very door 
Of my fond heart, hath made me poor. 

"y£5, IT WAS THE MOUNTAIN ECHO.'' 

Compoied x8o6. PublUhcd 1807. 

Yes, it was the mountain Echo, 
Solitary, clear, profound, 
Answering to the shouting Cuckoo ! 
Giving to her sound for sound 1 
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Unsolicited reply 

To a babbling wanderer sent ; 

Like her ordinary cry, 

Like — ^but oh, how different 1 * 

Hears not also mortal Ufe ? 
Hear not we, unthinking Creatures 1 
Slaves of folly, love, or strife — 
Voices of two different natures ? 

Have not we too ? — ^yes, we have 
Answers, and we know not whence ; 
Echoes from beyond the grave, 
Recognised intelligence ! 

Such rebounds our inward ear 
Catches sometimes from afar — 
Listen, ponder, hold them dear ; 
For of God, — of God they are. 



Compofied x8o6. PaUisiMd 1807. 

NUNS fret not at their convenfs narrow room ; 
And hermits are contented with their cells ; 
And students with their pensive citadels ; 
Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his loom, 
Sit blithe and happy ; bees that soar for bloom. 
High as the highest Peak of Fumess-fells, 
Will murmur by the hour in foxglove bells : 
In truth the prison, unto which we doom 
Ourselves, no prison is : and hence for me, 
In sundry moods, 'twas pastime to be bound 
Within the Sonnefs scanty plot of ground ; 
Pleased if some Souls (for such there needs must be) 
Who have feit the weight of too much liberty, 
Should find brief solace there, as I have found. 
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PERSONAL TALK. 

CompoBcd 1806. Foblisbed 1807. 

I. 

I AM not One who much or oft delight 
To season my fireside with personal talk, — 
Of friends, who live within an easy walk, 
Or neighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight : 
And, for my chance-acquaintance, ladies bright, 
Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the stalk, 
These all wear out of me, like Forms, with chalk 
Painted on rich men's floors, for one feast-night. 
Better than such discourse doth silence long. 
Long, barren silence, square with my desire ; 
To sit without emotion, hope, or aim, 
In the loved presence of my cottage-fire. 
And listen to the ilapping of the flame, 
Or kettle whispering its faint undersong. 

II. 
" Yet life," you say, " is life ; we have seen and see, 
And with a living pleasure we describe ; 
And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe 
The languid mind into activity. 
Soimd sense, and love itself, and mirth and glee 
Are fostered by the conmient and the gibe." 
Even be it so : yet still among your tribe, 
Our daily world's true Worldlings, rank not me ! 
Children are biest, and powerful ; their world lies 
More justly balanced ; partly at their feet, 
And part far from them : — sweetest melodies 
Are those that are by distance made more sweet ; 
Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes, 
He is a Slave ; the meanest we can meet ! 

III. 
Wings have we, — and as far as we can go 
We may find pleasure : wildemess and wood, 
Blank ocean and mere sky, support that mood 
Which with the lofty sanctifies the low. 
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Dreams, books, are each a world ; and books, we know, 

Are a substantial world, both pure and good : 

Round these, with tendrils strong as üesh and blood, 

Our pastime and our happiness will grow. 

There find I personal themes, a plenteous store, 

Matter wherein right voluble I am, 

To which I listen with a ready ear ; 

Two shall be named, pre-eminently dear, — 

The gentle Lady married to the Moor ; 

And heavenly Una with her milk-white Lamb. 

IV. 

Nor can ï not believe but that hereby 

Great gains are mine ; for thus I live remote 

From evil-speaking ; rancour, never sought, 

Comes to me not ; malignant tnith, or He. 

Hence have I genial seasons, hence have I 

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought : 

And thus from day to day my little boat 

Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 

Blessings be with them — and etemal praise, 

Who gave us nobler loves, and nobler cares — 

The Poets, who on earth have made us heirs 

Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays ! 

Oh I might my name be numbered among theirs, 

Then gladly would I end my mortal days. (*) 



Compofed 1806. PttUithed 1807. 

" Beloved Vale !"(*)! said, " when I shall con 
Those many records of my childish years, 
Remembrance of myself and of my peers 
Will press me down : to think of what is gone 
Will be an awfiil thought, if life have one." 
But, when into the Vale I came, no fears 
Distressed me ; from mine eyes escaped no tears ; 
Deep thought, or dread remembrance, had I none. 
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By doubts and thoasand petty fancies crost 

I stood, of simple shame the blushing Thiall ; 

So narrow seemed the brooks, the fields (^) so small ! 

A Jugglei's balls old Time about him tossed ; 

I looked, I stared, I smiled, I laughed ; and all 

The weight of sadness was in wonder lost 



COMPOSBD BY THE SIDB OF GRASMERE LAKE, 

Composed z8o5. PuUished 1819. 

Clouds, lingering yet, extend in solid bars 
Through the grey west ; and lo I these waters, steeled 
By breezeless air to smoothest polish, yieid 
A vivid repetition of the stars ; 
Jove, Venus, and the ruddy crest of Mars 
Amid his feUows beauteously revealed 
At happy distance from earth's groaning field, 
Where ruthless mortals wage incessant wars. 
Is it a mirror? — or the nether Sphere 
Opening to view the abyss in which she feeds 
Her own calm fires ? — But list 1 a voice is near ; 
Great Pan himself low-whispering through the reeds, 
*' Be thankfïil, thou ; for, if unholy deeds 
Ravage the world, tranquillity is here ! " 



Composed 1806. Publishfed 1807. 

Where lies the Land to which yon Ship must go ? 
Fresh as a lark mounting at break of day, 
Festively she puts forth in trim array ; 
Is she for tropic suns, or polar snow ? 
What boots the inquiry ? — Neither friend nor foe 
She cares for ; let her travel where she may, 
She finds fsuniliar names, a beaten way 
Ever before her, and a wind to blow. 
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Yet still I ask, what haven is her mark ? 
And, almost as it was when ships were rare, 
(From time to time, like PilgrimSi here and there 
Crossing the waters) doubt, and something dark, 
Of the old Sea some reverential fear, 
Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark 1 



Composed z8o6. Published 1807. 

The world is too much with us ; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers : 
Little we see in Nature that is ours ; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon l 
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 
The winds that will be bowling at all hours, 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers ; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune ; 
It moves us not — Great God I I'd rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outwom ; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlom ; 
Have sight of Proteus rising fhun the sea ; 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd hom. 



TO SLEEP. 

Composed 1806. Published 1807. 

GENTLE Sleep I do they belong to thee, 
These twinklings of oblivion ? Thou dost love 
To sit in meekness, like the brooding Dove, 

A captive never wishing to be free. 

This tiresome night, O Sleep I thou art to me 

A Fly, that up and down himself doth shove 

Upon a fretfiil rivulet, now above 

Now on the water vexed with mockery. 

1 have no pain that calls for patience, no ; 
Hence am I cross and peevish as a child : 
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Am pleased by fits to have thee for my foe, 
Yet ever willing to be reconciled : 

gentle Creature I do not use me so, 
But once and deeply let me be beguiled. 

TO SLEEP. 

Coopoaed 1806. PuUiihed 1807. 

Fond words have oft been «poken to thee, Sleep ! 
And thou hast had thy store of tenderest names ; 
The very sweetest words that Fancy frames, 
When thankfulness of heart is strong and deep I 
Dear Bosom-child we call thee, that dost steep 
In rich reward all suffering ; Halm that tames 
All anguish ; Saint that evil thoughts and aims 
Takest away, and into souls dost creep, 
Like to a breeze from heaven. Shall I alone, 

1 sm^ly not a man migently made, 

Call thee worst Tyrant by which Flesh is crost ? 
Perverse, self-willed to own and to disown, 
Mere slave of them who never for thee prayed, 
Still last to come where thou art wanted most 1 



TO SLEEP. 

CompoMd 1806. Pablisbed 1807. 

A FLOCK of sheep that leisurely pass by, 
One after one ; the sound of rain, and bees 
Murmuring ; the fall of rivers, winds and seas, 
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky ; 
I have thought of all by tums, and yet do lie 
Sleepless ! and soon the small birds' melodies 
Must hear, first uttered from my orchard trees ; 
And the first cuckoo*s melancholy cry. 
Even thus last night, and two nights more, I lay, 
And could not win thee. Sleep I by any stealth : 
So do not let me wear to-night away : 
Without Thee what is all the moming's wealth ? 
Come, blessed barrier between day and day, 
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health t 
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LINES 

Composed at Grasmere, dtiring a walk cme Evening» after a stonny 
day, the Author having just read in a Newspaper tbat the dissolution 
of Mr. Fox was hourly expected. 

ComptmA x8o6. Pofalufaed 2807. 

LouD is the Vale ! the Voice is up 

With which she speaks when stonns are gone, 

A mighty unison of streams 1 

Of all her Voices, One ! 

Loud is the Vale ; — ^this inland Depth 
In peace is roaring like the Sea ; 
Yon star upon the mountain-top 
Is listening quietly. 

Sad was I, even to pain deprest, 
Importunate and heavy load I 
The Comforter hath found me here, 
Upon this lonely road ; 

And many thousands now are sad — 
Wait the fuLBlmeot of their fear ; 
For he must die who is their stay, 
Their gloiy disappear. 

]|A Power is passing from the earth 
ÏTo breathless Nature's dark abyss ; 
/But when the great and good depart 
F What is it more than this — 



^'That Man, who is from God sent forüi» 
Vpoth yet again to God return? — 
P^uch ebb and flow must ever be, 
Then wherefore shoukl we moum ? 



^ 
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ODE. 

INTIMATIONS OF IMMOHTALITT FROW RECOLl^ECTIONS OF 

EARLY CUILDHOOD. 

Composed 2803-6. Published 1807. 

I. 

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sigbt, 
To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore ; — 
Tum wheresoe'er I may, 
By night or day, 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

II. 

The Rainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is the Rosé, 
The Moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare, 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and £air ; 
The simshine is a glorious birth ; 
But yet I know, where'er I go, 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 

III. 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 
And while the young lambs bound 

As to the taboi's sound, 
To me alone there came a thought of grief : 
A timely ntterance gave that thought relief 

And I again am strong : 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep ; 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong ; 
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I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng, 
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
And all the earth is gay ; 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity> 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday ; — 
Thou Chüd of joy, 
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy 
Shepherd-boy ! 

IV. 

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 

Ye to each other make ; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festival, ' 

My head hath its coronal, 
The fiilness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all. 

evil day ! if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adoming, 

This sweet May-moming, 
And the Children are culling, 

On every side, 
In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm, 
And the Babe leaps up on his Mothei's arms : — 

1 hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 

— But there's a Tree, of many, one, 
A single Field which I have looked upon, 
Both of them speak of something that is gone : 
The Pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 

v. 
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting : 
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting. 
And cometh from afar : 
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Not in entire foigetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 
But tnüling douds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy 1 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy, 
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows, 

He sees it in his joy ; 
The Youth, who daily farther from the east 

Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 

And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended ; 
At length the Man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the light of common day. 

vi. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yeamings she hath in her own natural Idnd, 
And, even with something of a Mothei's mind. 
And no imworthy aim, 

The homely Nurse doth all she can 
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 

Foiget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 

VIL 

Behold the Child among his new-bom blisses, 
A six years* Darling of a pigmy size I 
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses, 
With light upon him from his father's eyes ! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-leamed art ; 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mouming or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 

M 
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And unto this he frames his song : 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part ; 
Filling from time to time his "humorous stage" 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That Life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 

VIII. 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 

Thy Soui's inunensity ; 
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou £ye among the blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the etemal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the etemal mind, — 

Mighty Prophet I Seer biest ! 

On whom those truths do rest^ 
Which we are toiling all our lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is not to be put by ; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-bom fireedom on thy being's height, 
Why with such eamest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight. 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight^ 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life 1 

IX. 

O joy ! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live, 
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That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive 1 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be biest ; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhoody whether busy or at rest, 
With new-fledged hope still fiattering in his breast : — 
Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Óf sens e" and oütward thmgs. ^~ gj 

Fallings fix)m us, vanishings ; ^^n^**-. 

Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised, 
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised : 
Butiig£jhasfiL.te|:^iECtipns, 
Thos e shadowy recollections, 
Whithpie tLey what they may, 
Are yet the fountain light of all our day, 
Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold u% cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eteinal Silence : truths that wake, 

To perish never ; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor Man nor Boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 
Can utterly abolish or destroy I 

Hence in a season of calm weather, 
Though inland far we be, 
Our Souls have sight of that inunortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 
Can in a moment travel thither. 
And see the Children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 
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X. 

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song ! 
And let the young Lambs bound 
As to the taboz's sound 1 
We in thought will join your throng, 

Ye that pipe and ye that play, 
Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May I 
What though the radiance which was once so brigh 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower ; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 
A .fin the primal sympathy 

I Which having been must ever be ; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 

ut of human sufTering ; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 




/t" 



XI. 

And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 

Forebode not any severing of our loves I 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 

I only have relinquished one delight 

To live beneath your more habitual sway. 

I love the Brooks which down their channels fret, 

Even more than when I tripped lightly as they ; 

The innocent brightness of a new-bom Day 

Is lovely yet ; 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality ; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tendemess, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 



TO THOMAS CLARKSON. i8i 



1807. 

THOUGHT OP A BRITON ON THE SÜBJÜGATION 

OF SWITZERLAND, 

Coniposed 1807* Published 1807. 

Two Voices are there ; one is of the sea, 

One of the mountains ; each a xnighty Voice : 

In both from age to age thou didst rejoice, 

They were thy chosen music, Liberty ! 

There came a Tyrant, and with holy glee 

Thou fought'st against him ; but hast vainly striven : 

Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art driven, 

Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee. 

Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft : 

Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is left ; 

For, high-souled Maid, what sorrow would it be 

That Mountain floods should thunder as before, 

And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore, 

And neither awAil Voice be heard by thee 1 



TO THOMAS CLARKSON, 

ON THE FINAL PASSING OF TU£ BILL FOR. THE ABOLITION OP 

THE SLAVE-TRADE. (*1) 

M ARCH Z807. 
Compomd 1807. Published 1807. 

Clarrson I it was an obstinate hill to climb : 
How toilsome — ^nay, how dire — it was, by thee 
Is known ; by none, perhaps, so feelingly : 
But thou, who, starting in thy fervent prime, 
Didst first lead forth that enterprise sublime, 
Hast heard the constant Voice its charge repeat, 
Which, out of thy young heart's oracular seat, 
First roused thee. — O true yoke-fellow of Time, 
Dut/s intrepid liegeman, see, the palm 
Is won, and by all Nations shall be wom 1 
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The blood-stained Writing is for ever torn ; 
And thou henceforth wilt have a good man's cakn, 
A great man's happiness ; thy zeal shall find 
Repose at length, firm friend of human-kind 1 



GIPSIBS. 

Composed 1807. PublUhed 1807. 

Yet are they here the same unbroken J^not 
Of human Beings, in the self-same spot 1 

Men, women, children, yea the frame 

Of the whole spectacle the same i 
Only their fire seems bolder, yielding light, 
Now deep and red, the colouring of night, 

That on their Gipsy-&ces falls, 

Their bed of straw and blanket-walls. 
— Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours are gone, 

while I 
Have been a traveller under open sky, 

Much witnessing of change and cheer, 

Yet as I left I find them here ! 
The weary Sun betook himself to rest ; — 
Then issued Vesper from the fiilgent west, 

Outshining like a visible God 

The glorious path in which he trod. 
And now, ascending, after one dark hour 
And one nighfs diminution of her power, 

Behold the mighty Moon 1 this way 

She looks as if at them — ^but they 
Regard not her : — oh better wrong and strife 
(By nature transient) than this torpid life ; 

The silent Heavens have goings-on : 

The stars have tasks — but these have none t 
Yet, witness all that stirs in heaven or earth ! 
In scom I speak not ; — they are what their birth 

And breeding suffer them to be ; 

Wild outcasts of society ! 
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"O NIGHTINGALB! THOU SÜRELY ART,'' 

Composed 1807. PobUahed 1807. 

NIGHTINGALE ! thou surely art 
A creatiire of a fiery heart : — 

These notes of thine — they pierce and pierce ; 

Tumultuous harmony and fierce ! 

Thou sing'st as if the God of wine 

Had helped thee to a Valentine ; 

A song in mockery and despite 

Of shades, and dews, and silent night ; 

And steady bliss, and all the loves 

Now sleeping in these peaceful groves. 

1 heard a Stock-dove sing or say 
His homely tale this very day ; 
His voice was buiïed among trees, 
Yet to be come at by the breeze ; 

He did not cease ; but cooed — and cooed. 
And somewhat pensively he wooed : 
He sang of love with quiet blending, 
Slow to begin, and never ending ; 
Of serious faith, and inward glee : 
That was the song — ^the song for me ! 



TO LADY BEAUMONT. 
Compowd 1807. Published 1807. 

Lady I the songs of Spring were in the grove (*") 
While I was shaping beds for winter flowers ; 
While I was planting green unfading bowers, 
And shrubs — ^to hang upon the warm alcove, 
And sheltering wal! ; and stiU, as Fancy wove 
The dream, to time and nature's blended powers 
I gave this paradise for winter hours, 
A labyrinth. Lady ! which your feet shall rove. 
Yes I when the sun of life more feebly shines, 
Becoming thoughtSi I trust, of sokmn gloom 
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Or of high gladness you shall hither bring ; 
And these perennial bowers and munnuring pines 
Be gracious as the music and the bloom 
And all the mighty ravishment of spring. 

SONG AT THB FE AST OF BROÜGHAM CASTLE, 

UPON THE RESTORATION OP LORD CLIFFORD, THB SHEPHSRD, TO 
THE ESTATES AND HONOURS OP HXS ANCESTORS. 

Composed 1807. Pttbliahed 1807. 

High in the breathless Hall the Minstrel saté, 
And Emonfs murmur mingled with the Song. — 
The words of ancient time I thus translate, 
A festal strain that hath been silent long : — 

" From town to town, from tower to tower, 

The red rosé is a gladsome flower. 

Her thirty years of winter past, 

The red rosé is revived at last ; 

She lifts her head for endless spring, 

For everlasting blossoming : 

Both roses flourish, red and white : 

In love and sisterly delight 

The two that were at strife are blended, 

And all old troubles now are ended. — 

Joy 1 joy to both 1 but most to her 

Who is the flower of Lancaster 1 
X ' Behold her how She smiles to-day 
' 'On this great throng, this bright array I 

Fair greeting doth she send to all 

From every corner of the hall ; 

But chiefly from above the board 

Where sits in state our rightful Lord, 

A Clifford to his own restored I 

They came with banner, spear, and shield ; 
And it was proved in Bosworth-field. 
Not long the Avenger was withstood — 
Earth helped him with the cry of }>lood : 



1 



i 

i 
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St George was for us, and the might 
Of blessed Angels crowned the right 
Loud voice the Land has uttered forth, 
We loudest in the faithfiil north : 
Our fields rejoice, our mountains ring, 
Our streams proclaim a welcoming ; 
Our strong-abodes and castles see 
The glory of their loyalty. 

How glad is Skipton at this hour — 
Though lonely, a deserted Tower ; 
Knight, squire, and yeoman, page and groom : 
We have them at the feast of Brough'm. 
How glad Pendragon — though the sleep 
Of years be on her I — She shall reap 
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing 
As in a dream her own renewing. 
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad I deern 
Beside her little humble stream ; 
And she that keepeth watch and ward 
Her statelier Eden's course to guard ; 
They both are happy at this hour, 
Though each is but a lonely Tower ; — 
But here is perfect joy and pride 
For one fair House by Emont's side, 
This day, distinguished without peer 
To see her Master and to cheer*- 
Him, and his Lady-mother dear 1 

Oh I it was a time forlom 
When the fatherless was bom — 
Give her wings that she may fly, 
Or she sees her infant die 1 
Swords that are with slaughter wild 
Hunt the Mother and the Child. 
Who will take them from the light ? 
— ^Yonder is a man in sight — 
Yonder is a house — but where ? 
No^ they must not enter there. 
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To the caves, and to the brooks, 
To the clouds of heaven she looks ; 
She is speechless, but her eyes 
Pray in ghostly agonies. 
Blissful Mary, Mother mild, 
Maid and Mother undefiled, 
Save a Mother and her Child ! 

Now Who is he that bounds with joy 
On Carrock's side, a Shepherd-boy ? 
No thoughts hath he but thoughts that pass 
Light as the wind along the grass. 
Can this be He who hither came 
In secret, like a smothered flame ? 
O'er whom such tliankfiil tears were shed 
For shelter, and a poor man's bread I 
God loves the Child ; and God hath willed 
That those dear words should be fulfilled, 
The Lad/s words when forced away 
The last she to her Babe did say : 
• My own, my own, thy Fellow-guest 
I may not be ; but rest thee, rest, 
For lowly shepherd's life is best ! ' 

Alas ! when evil men are strong 

No life is good, no pleasure long. 

The Boy must part from Mosedale's groves, 

And leave Blencathara's rugged coves, 

And quit the flowers that sunmier brings 

To Glenderamakin's lofty springs ; 

Must vanish, and his careless cheer 

Be tumed to heaviness and fear. 

— Give Sir Lancelot Threlkeld praise ! 

Hear it, good man, old in days l 

Thou tree of covert and of rest 

For this young Bird that is distrest ; 

Among thy branches safe he lay. 

And he was free to sport and play, 

When falcons were abroad for prey. 
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A recreant harp, that sings of fear 
And heaviness in Clifford's ear ! 
I said, when evil men are strong, 
No life is good, no pleasure long, 
A weak and cowardly untruth ! 
Our ClifTord was a happy Youth, 
And thankfiil through a weary time. 
That brought him up to manhood's prime 
— Again he wanders forth at will. 
And tends a flock from hill to hill : 
His garb is humble ; ne'er was seen 
Such garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the shepherd grooms no mate 
Hath he, a Child of strength and state ! 
Yet lacks not friends for simple glee, 
Nor yet for higher sympathy. 
To his side the fallow-deer 
Came, and rested without fear ; 
The eagle, lord of land and sea, 
Stooped down to pay him fealty ; 
And both the undying fish that swim 
Through Bowscale-tam did wait on him ; 
The pair were servants of his eye 
In their immortality ; 
And glancing, gleaming, dark or bright, 
Moved to and fro, for his delight 
He knew the rocks which Angels haunt 
Upon the mountains visitant ; 
He hath kenned them taking wing : 
And into caves where Faeries sing 
He hath entered ; and been told 
By Voices how men lived of old. 
Among the heavens his eye can see 
The face of thing that is to be ; 
And, if that men report him right, 
His tongue could whisper words of might 
— Now another day is come, 
Fitter hope, and nobler doom ; 
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He hath thrown aside his crook, 

And hath buried deep his book ; 

Armour rusting in his halls 

On the blood of Clifford calls ; — 

Quell the Scot ! ' exclaims the Lance — 

Bear me to the heart of France, 

Is the longing of the Shield — 

Teil thy name, thou trembling Field ; 

Field of death, where'er thou be, 

Groan thou with our victory ! 

Happy day, and mighty hour, 

When our Shepherd, in his power, 

Mailed and horsed, with lance and sword, 

To his ancestors restored 

Like a reappearing Star, 

Like a glory from afar, 

First shall head the üock of war ! " 

Alas I the impassioned minstrel did not know 

How, by Heaven's grace, this ClifTord's heart was framed : 

How he, long forced in humble walks to go, 

Was softened into feeling, soothed, and tamed. 

Love had he found in huts where poor men lie ; 
His daily teachers had been woods and rills, 
The silence that is in the starry sky, 
The sleep that is among the lonely hills. 

In him the savage virtue of the Race, 
Revenge, and all ferocious thoughts were dead : 
Nor did he change ; but kept in lofty place 
The wisdom which adversity had bred. 

Glad were the vales, and every cottage-hearth ; 
The Shepherd-lord was honoured more and more ; 
And, ages afler he was laid in earth, 
" The good Lord Clifford" was the name he bore. 
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THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE. 

Composed xBoy-xa Published 18x5. 

CANTO FIRST. 

From Bolton's old monastic tower 
The beUs ring loud with gladsome power ; 
The sun shines bright ; the fields are gay 
With people in their best array 
Of stole and doublet, hood and scarf, 
Along the banks of crystal Wharf, 
Through the Vale retired and lowly, 
Trooping to that summons holy. 
And, up among the moorlands, see 
What sprinklings of blithe company ! 
Of lasses and of shepherd grooms, 
That down the steep hills force their way, 
Like cattle through the budded brooms ; 
Path, or no path, what care they ? 
And thus in joyous mood they hie 
To Bolton's mouldering Priory. 

What would they there ?— Full fifty years 
That sumptuous Pile, with all its peers, 
Too harshly hath been doomed to taste 
The bittemess of wrong and waste : 
lts courts are ravaged ; but the tower 
Is standing with a voice of power, 
That ancient voice which wont to call 
To mass or some high festival ; 
And in the shattered fabric's heart 
Remaineth one protected part ; 
A Chapel, like a wild-bird's nest, 
Closely embowered and trimly drest ; 
And thither young and old repair, 
This Sabbath-day, for praise and prayer. 

Fast the church-yard fills ; — anon 
Look again, and they all are gone ; 
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The cluster round the porch, and the folk 
Who saté in the shade of the Prioi's Oak ! 
And scarcely have they disappeared 
Ere the prelusive hymn is heard : — 
With one consent the people rejoice, 
Filling the church with a lofty voice 1 
They sing a service which they feel : 
For 'tis the sunrise now of zeal ; 
And faith and hope are in their prime — 
In great Eliza's golden time. 

A moment ends the fervent din, 
And all is hushed, without and within ; 
For though the priest, more tranquilly, 
Recites the holy liturgy, 
The only voice which you can hear 
Is the river murmunng near. 
— ^When soft I — ^the dusky trees between. 
And down the path through the open green, 
Where is no living thing to be seen ; 
And through yon gateway, where is found, 
Beneath the arch with ivy bound, 
Free entrance to the church-yard ground — 
Comes gliding in with lovely gleam, 
Comes gliding in serene and slow, 
Soft and silent as a dream, 
A solitary Doe 1 
White she is as lily of June, 
And beauteous as the silver moon 
When out of sight the clouds are driven 
And she is left alone in heaven ; 
Or like a ship some gentle day 
In sunshine sailing far away, 
A glittering ship, that hath the plain 
Of ocean for her own domain. 

Lie silent in yoiu* graves, ye dead I 
Lie quiet in your church-yard bed ! 
Ye living, tend your holy cares ; 
Ye multitude, pursue your prayers ; 
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And blame not me if my heart and sight 
Are occupied with one delight ! 
'Tis a work for Sabbath hours 
If I with this bright Creature go : 
Whether she be of forest bowers, 
From the bowers of earth below ; 
Or a Spirit for one day given, 
A pledge of grace from puiest heaven. 

What harmonious pensive changes 
Wait upon her as she ranges 
Round and through this Pile of state 
Overthrown and desolate ! 
Now a step or two her way 
Leads through space of open day, 
Where the enamoured sunny light 
Brightens her that was so bright ; 
Now doth a delicate shadow fall, 
Falls upon her like a breath, 
From some lofty arch or wall, 
As she passes undemeath : 
Now some gloomy nook partakes 
Of the glory that she makes, — 
High-ribbed vault of stone, or cell, 
With perfect cunning framed as well 
Of stone, and ivy, and the spread 
Of the elder's bushy head ; 
Some jealous and forbidding cdl, 
That doth the living stars repd, 
And where no flower hath leave to dwelL 

The presence of this wandering Doe 
Fills many a damp obscure recess 
With lustre of a saintly show ; 
And, reappearing, she no less 
Sheds on the flowers that round her blow 
A more than sunny liveliness. 
But say, among these holy places, 
Which thus assiduously she paces, 
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Comes she with a votar/s task, 

Rite to perform, or boon to ask ? 

Fair Pilgrim ! harbours she a sense 

Of sorrow, or of reverence ? 

Can she be grieved for quire or shrine, 

Crushed as if by wrath divine ? 

For what survives of house where God 

Was worshipped, or where Man abode ; 

For old magnificence undone ; 

Or for the gentier work begun 

By Nature, softening and concealing, 

And busy with a hand of healing ? 

Moums she for lordly chambei's hearth 

That to the sapling ash gives birth ; 

For dormitor/s length laid bare 

Where the wild rosé blossoms fair ; 

Or altar, whence the cross was rent, 

Now ridi with mossy ornament ? 

— She sees a warrior.carved in stone, 

Among the thick weeds, stretched alone ; 

A warrior, with his shield of pride 

Cleaving humbly to his side, 

And hands in resignation prest, 

Palm to palm, on his tranquil breast ; 

As iittle she regards the sight 

As a common creature might : 

If she be doomed to inward care, 

Or service, it must lie elsewhere. 

— But hers are eyes serenely bright, 

And on she moves — with pace how light ! 

Nor spares to stoop her head, and taste 

The dewy turf with flowers bestrown ; 

And thus she fares, until at last 

Beside the ridge of a grassy grave 

In quietness she lays her down ; 

Gentle as a weary wave 

Sinks, when the summer breeze hath died, 

Against an anchored vessel's side ; 
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Even so, without distress, doth she 
Lie down in peace, and lovingly. 



The day is placid in its going, 
To a lingering motion bound, 
Like the crystal stream now flowing 
With its softest summer sound : 
So the bahny minutes pass, 
While this radiant Creature lies 
Couched upon the dewy grass, 
Pensivcly with downcast eyes. 
— But now again the people raise 
With awful cheer a voice of praise ; 
It is the last, the parting song ; 
And from the temple forth they throng, 
And quickly spread themselves abroad, 
While each pursues his several road. 
But some — a variegated band 
Of middle-aged, and old, and young, 
And little children by the hand 
Upon their leading mothers hung — 
With mute obeisance gladly paid 
Turn towards the spot, where, fiill in view, 
The White Doe, to her service true, 
Her sabbath couch has made. 



It was a solitary mound ; 
Which two spears' length of level ground 
Did from all other graves divide : 
As if in some respect of pride ; 
Or melanchol/s sickly mood, 
Still shy of human neighbourhood ; 
Or guilt, that humbly would express 
A penitential loneliness. 



N 
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CANTO 8BVSNTR. 

' Powers tbere are 
That touch eoch other to the quick — in modes 
Which the gross world no sense hath to perceive, 
No soul to dream of.' 

Thou Spirit, whose angelic hand 
Was to the harp a strong command, 
Called the submissive strings to wake 
In glory for this Maiden's sake, 
Say, Spirit ! whither hath she fled 
To hide her poor afflicted head ? 
What mighty forest in its gloom 
Enfolds her ? — is a rifted tomb 
Within the wildemess her seat? 
Some island which the wild waves beat — 
Is that the SufTerei's last retreat ? 
Or some aspiring rock, that shrouds 
lts perilous front in mists and douds ? 
High-dimbing rock, low sunless dale, 
Sea, desert, what do these avail ? 
Oh take her anguish and her fears 
Into a deep recess of years 1 

And she katk wandered, long and far, 
Beneath the light of sun and star ; 
Hath roamed in trouble and in grief, 
Driven forward like a withered lea^ 
Yea like a ship at random blown 
To distant places and unknown. 
But now she dares to seek a haven 
Among her native wilds of Graven ; 
Hath seen again her Father's roo^ 
And put her fortitude to proof ; 
The mighty sorrow hath been bome, 
And she is thoroughly forlom : 
Her soul doth in itself stand fast, 
Sustained by memory of the past 



THB WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE. 195 

And strength of Reason ; held above 
The infirmities of mortal iove ; 
Undaunted, lofty, calm, and stable, 
And awfully impenetn&ble. 

And so— beneath a mouldered tree, 
A self-surviving leafless oak 
By unregarded age from stroke 
Of ravage saved — ^sate Emily. 
There did she rest, with head reclined, 
Herself most like a stately ilower, 
(Such have I seen) whom chance of birth 
Hath separated from its kind, 
To live and die in a shady bower, 
Single on the gladsome earth. 

When, with a noise like distant thunder, 
A troop of deer came sweeping by ; 
And, suddenly, behold a wonder I 
For One, among those rushing deer, 
A single One, in mid career 
Hath stopped, and fixed her large full eye 
Upon the Lady Emily ; 
A Doe, most beautiful, clear-white, 
A radiant creature, silver-bright ! 

Thus checked, a little while it stayed ; 
A little thoughtful pause it made ; 
And then advanced with stealth-like pace, 
Drew softly near her, and more near — 
Looked round— but saw no cause for fear ; 
So to her feet the Creature came. 
And laid its head upon her knee, 
And looked into the Lady's face, 
A look of pure benignity, 
And fond unclouded memory. 
It is, thought Emily, the same, 
The very Doe of other years I — 
The pleading look the Lady viewed. 
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And, by her gushing thoughts subdued, 
She melted into tears — 
A ilood of tears, that flowed apace, 
Upon the happy Creature's fyüce. 

Oh, moment ever biest ! O Pair 
Beloved of Heaven, Heaven's chosen care, 
This was for you a precious greeting ; 
And may it prove a fruitüd meeting ! 
Joined are they, and the sylvan Doe 
Can she depart ? can she forego 
The Lady, once her playfid peer. 
And now her sainted Mistress dear ? 
And will not Emily receive 
This lovely chronicler of things 
Long past, delights and sorrowings ? 
Lone Sufferer 1 will not she believe 
The promise in that speaking face ; 
And welcome, as a gift of grace, 
The saddest thought the Creatnre brings ? 

That day, the first of a re-union 
Which was to teem with high communion, 
That day of balmy April weather, 
They tanied in the wood together. 
And when, ere fall of evening dew, 
She from her sylvan haunt withdrew, 
The White Doe tracked with faithful pace 
The Lady to her dwelling-place ; 
That nook where, on patemal ground, 
A habitation she had found, 
The Master of whose humble board 
Once owned her Father for his Lord ; 
A hut, by tufted trees defended, 
Where Rylstone brook with Wharf is blended. 

With her Companion, in such frame 
Of mind, to Rylstone back she came ; 
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And, ranging throtigh the wasted groves, 
Received the memory of old loves, 
Undisturhed and undistrest, 
Into a soul which now was biest 
With a soft spring-day of holy, 
Mild, and grateful, melancholy : 
Not sunless gloom or unenlightened, 
But by tender ÜEUicies brightened. 

When the bells of Rylstone played 
Their sabbath music — ' ®ro)i va aplie I ' 
That was the sound they seemed to speak ; 
Inscriptive legend which I ween 
May on those holy bells be seen, 
That legend and her Grandsire's name ; 
And oftentimes the Lady meek 
Had in her childhood read the same ; 
Words which she slighted at that day ; 
But now, when such sad change was wrought, 
And of that lonely name she thought, 
The bells of Rylstone seemed to say, 
While she saté listening in the shade, 
With vocal music, ' ërod t» aglie ; * 
And all the hiUs were glad to bear 
Their part in this eifectual prayer. 

But most to Bolton's sacred Pile, 
On favouring nights, she loved to go ; 
There ranged through cloister, court, and aisle, 
Attended by the soft-paced Doe ; 
Nor feared she in the still moonshine 
To look upon Saint Mar/s shrine ; 
Nor on the lonely turf that showed 
Where Francis slept in his last abode. 
For that she came ; there oft she saté 
Forlom, but not disconsolate : 
And, when she from the abyss retumed 
Of thought^ she neither shrunk nor moumed ; 
Was happy that she lived to greet 
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Her mute Companion as it lay 

In love and pity at her feet ; 

How happy in its turn to meet 

The recognition ! the mild glance 

Beamed from that gracieus countenance ; 

Communication, like the ray 

Of a new moming, to the nature 

And prospects of the inferior Creature I 



A mortal Song we sing, by dower 
Encouraged of celestial power ; 
Power which the viewless Spirit shed 
By whom we were first visited ; 
Whose voice we heard, whose hand and wings 
Swept like a breeze the conscious strings» 
When, left in solitude, erewhile 
We stood before this ruined Pile, 
And, quitting unsubstantial dreams» 
Sang in this Presence kindred themes ; 
Distress and desolation spread 
Through human hearts, and pleasure dead, — 
Dead — ^but to live again on earth, 
A second and yet nobler birth ; 
Dire overthrow, and yet how high 
The re-ascent in sanctity ! 
From fair to fairer ; day by day 
A more divine and loftier way I 
Even such this blessèd Pilgrim trod, 
By sorrow lifted towards her God ; 
Uplifted to the porest sky 
Of undisturbed mortality. 
Her own thoughts loved she ; and could bend 
A dear look to her lowly Friend ; 
There stopped ; her thirst was satisfied 
With what this innocent spring supplied : 
Her sanction inwardly she bore, 
And stood apart from human cares : 
But to the world retuxned no more, 



THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE. 199 

Although witb no unwilling mind 
Help did she give at need, and joined 
The Wharfdale peasants in their prayers. 
At length, thus faintly, faintly tied 
To earth, she was set free, and died 
Thy soul, exalted Emily, 
Maid of the blasted family, 
Rosé to the God from whom it came ! 
— In Rylstone Church her mortal frame 
Was buried by her Mother's side. 

Most glorious sunset 1 and a ray 
Survives — ^the twilight of this day — 
In that fair Creature whom the fields 
Support, and whom the forest shields ; 
Who, having filled a holy place, 
Partakes, in her degree, Heaven's grace ; 
And bears a memory and a mind 
Raised far above the law of kind ; 
Haunting the spots with lonely cheer 
Which her dear Mistress once held dear : 
Loves most what Emily loved most — 
The enclosure of this diurch-yard ground ; 
Here wanders like a gliding ghost, 
And every sabbath here is found ; 
Comes with the people when the bells 
Are heard among the moorland dells, 
Finds entrance through yon arch, where way 
Lies open on the sabbath-day ; 
Here walks amid the moumAd waste 
Of prostrate altars, shrines deiaced. 
And floors encumbered with rich show 
Of firet-work imagery laid low ; 
Paces softly, or makes halt, 
By fractured cell, or tomb, or vault ; 
By plate of monumental brass 
Dim-gleaming among we^ and grass, 
And sculptured Forms of Warriors brave : 
But chieily by that single grave, 
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That one sequestered hillock green, 
The pensive visitant is seen. 
Thcre doth the gentle Creature lie 
With those adversities unmoved ; 
Calm spectacle, by earth and sky 
In their benignity approved ! 
And aye, methinks, this hoary Pile, 
Subdued by outrage and decay, 
Looks down upon her with a smile, 
A gracious smile, that seems to say — 
'' Thou, thou art not a Child of Time, 
But Daughtcr of the Etemal Prime !" 



THE PORCE OP PRA YERy 

OR, 

THE FOUNDING OF BOLTON PRIORY. 

A TRADrriON. 
Composed 1807. Pnblished 28x5. 

**fSBiW is gooli tot B bootta bene?" 
With these dark words begins my tale ; 
And their meaning is, Whence can comfort spring 
When prayer is of no avail ? 

** Q2Sf)8t t0 gooü fbt 8 hüoüa» hmtl** 
The falconer to the lady said ; 
And she made answer, " Endless sorrow ! " 
For she knew that her son was dead. 

She knew it by the falconer's words, 
And from the look of the falconer's eye ; 
And from the love which was in her soul 
For her youthful RomiUy. 

Young Romilly through Barden woods 
Is ranging high and low ; 
And holds a greyhound in a leash, 
To let slip upon buck or doe. 
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The pair have reached tfaat fearful chasm, 
How tempting to bestride I 
For lordly Wharf is there pent in, 
With rocks on either side. 

This striding-place is called The Strid, 
A name which it took of yore : 
A thousand years hath it borne that name, 
And shall a thousand more. 

And hither is yoimg Romilly come, 
And what may now forbid 
That he, perhaps for the hundredth time, 
Shall bound across The Strid ? 

He sprang in glee, — ^for what cared he 

That the river was strong, and the rocks were steep ? 

But the greyhound in the leash hung back, 

And checked him in his leap. 

The boy is in the arms of Wharf, 
And strangled by a merciless force ; 
For never more was young Romilly seen 
Till he rosé a lifeless corse. 

Now there is stillness in the vale. 
And deep unspeaking sorrow : 
Whaif shall be to pitying hearts 
A name more sad than Yarrow. 

If for a lover the lady wept, 

A solace she might borrow 

From death, and irom the passion of death ; — 

Old Wharf might heal her sorrow. 

She weeps not for the wedding-day 
Which was to be to-morrow : 
Her hope was a Êuther-looking hope, 
And hers is a mothei's sorrow. 
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He was a tree that stood alone. 
And proudly did its branches wave ; 
And the root of this delightful tree 
Was in her husband's grave 1 

Long, long in darkness did she sit^ 
And her first words were, " Let there be 
In Bolton, on the field of Wharf, 
A stately priory I '* 

The stately priory was reared ; 
And Wharf, as he moved along, 
To matins joined a moumful voice, 
Nor failed at even-song. 

And the lady prayed in heaviness 
That looked not for relief 1 
But slowly did her succour come, 
And a patience to her grie£ 

Oh ! there is never sorrow of heart 
That shall lack a timely end, 
If but to God we turn, and ask 
Of Him to bc our Friend 1 



i8io. 



x8xo (probably). PaUished 18x5. 

Even as a dragon's eye that feels the stress 
Of a bedimming sleep, or as a lamp 
SuUenly glaring through sepulchral damp^ 
So bums yon Taper 'mid a black recess 
Of mountains, silent, dreary, motionless : (^) 
The lake below reflects it not ; the sky 
Muffled in clouds, afibrds no company 
To mitigate and cheer its loneliness. 
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Yet, round the body of that joyless Thing 
Which sends so far its melancholy light, 
Perhaps are seated in domestic ring 
A gay society with faces bright, 
Conversing, reading, laughing ;— or they sing, 
While hearts and voices in the song unite. 
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CHARACTERISTICS OF A CHILD THREB 

YBARS OLD. 

CompoMd i8zz. PnbUihed ZS15. 

Loving she is, and tractable, though wild ; (^) 

And Innocence hath privilege in her 

To dignify arch looks, and laughing eyes, 

And feats of cunning, and the pretty round 

Of trespasses, afiected to provoke 

Mock-chastisement and partnership in play. 

And, as a &ggot sparkles on the hearth, 

Not less if unattended and alone 

Than when both young and old sit gathered round 

And take delight in its activity ; 

Even so this happy Creature of herself 

Is all-sufficient ; solitude to her 

Is blithe society, who fills the air 

With gladness and involuntary songs. 

Light are her sallies as the tripping fown's 

Forth-startled from the fem where she lay couched ; 

Unthought-of^ unexpected, as the stir 

Of the soft breeze ruffling the meadow-llowers, 

Or from before it chasing wantonly 

The many-coloured images imprest 

Upon the bosom of a placid lake. 



I 
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1814. 
LAODAMIA. 

Compoied 18x4. Pnblished 1815 

" WiTH sacrifice before the rising mom 
Vows have I made by fruitless hope inspired ; 
And from the infemal Gods, 'mid shades forlorn 
Of night, my slaughtered Lord have I required : 
Celestial pity I again implore ; — 
Restore him to my sight — ^great Jove, restore ! " 

So speaking, and by fervent love endowed 

With faith, the Suppliant heavenward lifts her hands ; 

While, like the sun emerging from a cloud, 

Her countenance brightens — and her eye expands ; 

Her bosom heaves and spreads, her stature grows ; 

And she expects the issue in repose. 

O terror ! what hath she perceived ? — O joy ! 
What doth she look on ? — whom doth she behold ? 
Her Hero slain upon the beach of Troy ? 
His vital presence ? his corporeal mould ? 
It is — if sense deceive her not — ^*tis He \ 
And a God leads him, winged Mercury ! 

Mild Hennes spake — ^and touched her with his wand 

That calms all fear ; "Such grace hath crowned thy prayer, 

Laodamia I that at Jove*s command 

Thy Husband walks the paths of upper air : 

He comes to tarry with thee three hours' space ; 

Accept the gift, behold him face to face ! " 

Forth sprang the impassioned Queen her Lord to clasp ; 

Again that consimimation she essayed ; 

But imsubstantial Form eludes her grasp 

As often as that eager grasp was made. 

The Phantom parts — but parts to reunite. 

And re-assume his place before her sight 



LAODAUIA. . 205 

*' Protesilaus, lo ! thy guide is gone 1 
Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice : 
This is our palace, — ^yonder is thy throne ; 
Speak, and the floor thou tread'st on will rejoice. 
Not to appal me have the gods bestowed 
This precious boon ; and biest a sad abode." 

^ Great Jove, Laodamia ! doth not leave 
His gifts imperfect : — Spectre though I be, 
I am not sent to scare thee or deceive ; 
But in reward of thy fidelity. 
And something also did my worth obtain ; 
For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain. 

Thou knowest, the Delphic oracle foretold 

That the first Greek who touched the Trojan strand 

Should die ; but me the threat could not withhold : 

A generous cause a victim did demand ; 

And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain ; 

A self-devoted chief— by Hector slain." 

" Suprème of Heroes — ^bravest, noblest, best ! 
Thy matchless courage I bewail no more, 
Which then, when tens of thousands were deprest 
By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore ; 
Thou found'st — and I forgive thee — ^here thou art — 
A nobler counsellor than my poor heart 

But thou, though capable of stemest deed, 

Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave ; 

And he, whose power restores thee, hath decreed 

Thou should'st elude the malice of the grave : 

Redimdant are thy locks, thy lips as fair 

As when their breath enriched Thessalian air. 

No Spectre greets me, — no vain shadow this ; 
Come, blooming Hero, place thee by my side ! 
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Give, on this well known couch, one nuptial kiss 
To me, this day, a second time thy bride l** 
Jove frowned in heaven : the conscious Parcse threw 
Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue. 

*^ This visage tells thee that my doom is past : 
Nor should the change be moumed, even if the joys 
Of sense were able to return as fast 
And surely as they vanish. Earth destroys 
Those raptures duly — Erebus disdains : 
Cahn pleasures there abide — ^majestic pains. 

Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control 
Rebellious passion : for the Gods approve 
The depth, and not the tiunult, of the soul ; 
A fervent, not ungovemable, love. 
Thy transports moderate ; and meeldy moum 
When I depart, for brief is my sojoum — " 

"Ah, wherefore? — Did not Hercules by forcc 
Wrest from the guardian Monster of the tomb 
Alcestis, a reanimated corse, 
Given back to dweil on earth in vemal bloom ? 
Medea's spells dispersed the weight of years, 
And JEson stood a youth 'mid youthful peers. 

The Gods to us are merciful — and they 

Yet fiirther may relent : for mightier fkr 

Than strength of nerve and sinew, or the sway 

Of magie potent over sun and star. 

Is love, though oft to agony distrest. 

And though his fevourite seat be feeble woman's breast 

But if thou goest, I foUow— " " Peace ! " he said, — 

She looked upon him and was calmed and cheered ; 

The ghastly colour from his lips had fled ; 

In his deportment, shape, and mien, appeared 

Elysian beauty, melancholy grace, 

Brought from a pensive though a happy place. 



LAODAMIA. 907 

He spake of love, such leve as Spirits feel 
In worlds whose course is equable and pure ; 
No fears to beat away — ^no strife to heal — 
The past unsighed for, and the future sure ; 
Spake of heroic arts in graver mood 
Revived, with finer hannony pursued : 

Of all that is most beauteous — imaged there 

In happier beauty ; more pellucid streams, 

An ampler ether, a diviner air, 

And fields invested with purpureal gleams ; 

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day 

Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey. 

Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath eamed 

That privilege by virtue. — " 111," said he, 

*' The end of man's existence I discemed, 

Who from ignoble games and revelry 

Could draw, when we had parted, vain delight 

While tears were thy best pastime,— day and night : 

And while my youthfïil peeis, before my eyes, 
(Elach hero following his peculiar bent) 
Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise 
By martial sports, — or, seated in the tent, 
Chieftains and kings in council were detained ; 
What time the Heet at Aulis lay enchained. 

The wished-for wind was given : — I then revolved 
The oracle, upon the silent sea ; 
And, if no worthier led the way, resolved 
That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be 
The iforemost prow in pressing to the strand, — 
Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan sand. 

Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang 
When of thy loss I thought, belovèd Wife ! 
On thee too fondly did my memory hang. 
And on the joys we shared in mortal life, — 
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The paths which we had trod — these fountains — ^flowers ; 
My new-planned cities, and unfinished towers. 

But should suspense pennit the Foe to cry, 
* Behold, they tremble I — haughty their array, 
Vet of their number no one dares to die ! ' — 
In soul I swept the indignity away : 
Old frailties then recurred : — ^but lofty thought» 
In act embodiedy my deliverance wrought 

And Thou, though strong in love, art all too weak 

In reason, in self-govemment too slow ; 

I counsel thee by fortitude to seek 

Our biest reunion in the shades below. 

The invisible world with thee hath sympathized ; 

Be thy affections raised and solemnized. 

Leam, by a mortal yeaming, to ascend 
Towards a higher object Love was given, 
Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for that end : 
For this the passion to excess was driven — 
That self might be annulied : her bondage prove 
The fetters of a dream, opposed to love." 

Aloud she shrieked ! for Hermes reappears ! 

Round the dear Shade she would have clung — ^'tis vain. 

The hours are past — too brief had they been years ; 

And him no mortal efibrt can detain : 

Swift, toward the realms that know not earthly day, 

He through the portal takes his silent way, 

And on the palace floor a lifeless corse She lay. 

By no weak pity might the Gods be moved ; 
She who thus perished not without the crime 
Of Lovers that in Reason's spite have loved, 
Was doomed to wear out her appointed time, 
Apart from happy Ghosts — that gather flowers 
Of blissüü quiet 'mid unfading bowers. 
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Yet tears to human suffering are due ; 
And mortal hopes defeated and o'erthrown 
Are moumed by man, and not by man alone, 
As fondly he believes. — Upon the side 
Of Hellespont (such faith was entertained) 
A knot of spiry trees for ages grew 
From out the tomb of him for whom she died ; 
And ever, when such stature they had gained 
That Ilium's walls were subject to their view, 
The trees* tall summits withered at the sight ; 
A constant interchange of growth and blight ! 



YARROW VISITED, 

SEPTEMBER 1814. 

And is this— Yarrow?— 7%« the Stream 

Of which my üwcy cherished, 

So faithfully, a waking dream ? 

An image that hath perished ! 

O that some Minstrel's harp were near, 

To utter notes of gladness. 

And chase this silence from the air, 

That fills my heart with sadness ! 

Yet why ? — ^a silvery current flows 
With uncontroUed meanderings ; 
Nor have these eyes by greener hills 
Been soothed, in all my wanderings. 
And, through her depths, Saint Mar^s Lake 
Is visibly delighted ; 
For not a feature of those hills 
I Is in the mirror slighted. 



• 



A blue sky bends o^er Yarrow vale, 
Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is rotmd the rising stm dilfused, 
A tender hazy brightness ; 
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Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes 
All profitless dejection ; 
Though not unwilling here to admit 
A pensive recollection. 

Where was it that the femous Flower 

Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding? 

His bed perchance was yon smooth moand 

On which the herd is fe^ng : 

And haply from this ciystal pool, 

Now peaceful as the moming, 

The Water-wraith ascended thrice — 

And gave his doleful waming. 

Delicious is the Lay that sings 
The haunts of happy Lovers, 
The path that leads them to the grove, 
The leafy grove that covers : 
And Pity sanctifies the Verse 
That paints, by strength of sorrow, 
The unconquerable strength of love ; 
Bear witness, ruefiil Yarrow I 

But thou, that did'st appear so fair 

To fond imagination, 

Dost rival in the light of day 

Her delicate creation : 

Meek loveliness is round thee spread, 

A softness still and holy ; 

The grace of forest charms decayed, 

And pastoral melancholy. 

That region left, the vale unfoids 

Rich groves of lofty stature, 

With Yarrow winding through the pomp 

Of cultivated nature ; 

And, rising from those lofty groves, 

Behold a Ruin hoary ! 

The shattered front of Newark's Towcrs;, 

Renowned in Border story. 
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Fair scènes for childhood's opening bloom, 

For sportive youth to stray in ; 

For manhood to enjoy his strength ; 

And age to wear away in 1 

Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss, 

A covert for protection 

Of tender thoughts, that nestle there — 

The brood of chaste afifection. 

How sweet, on this autumnal day, 
The wild-wood fruits to gather, 
And on my True-love's forehead plant 
A crest of blooming heather I 
And what if I enwreathed my own 1 
'Twere no offence to reason ; 
The sober Hills thus deck their brows 
To meet the wintry season. 

I see — ^but not by sight alone, 

Loved Yarrow, have I won thee ; 

A ray of fancy still survives — 

Her sunshine plays upon thee 1 

Thy ever-youthful waters keep 

A coiunse of lively pleasure ; 

And gladsome notes my lips can breathe, 

Accordant to the measure. 

The vapow^ linger round the Heights, 
They melt, and soon must vanish ; 
One hour is theirs, nor more is mine — 
Sad thought, whic^ I would banish, 
But that I know, where'er I go, 
Thy genuine image, Yarrow I 
WiU dweil with me — to heighten joy. 
And cheer my mind in sorrow. 
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1815. 
TO B. R. HAYDON.i*^) 

Co m poted 1815. Publlshed x8i6b 

High is our calling, Friend I — Creative Art 
(Whether the instrument of words she use, 
Or pencil pregnant with ethereal hues,) 
Demands the service of a mind and heart, 
Though sensitive, yet, in their weakest part, 

Heroically fashioned to infiise 

Faith in the whispers of the lonely Muse, 
While the whole world seems adverse to desert 
And, oh ! when Nature sinks, as oft she may, 
Through long-lived pressure of obscure distress, 
Still to be strenuous for the bright reward. 
And in the soul admit of no decay, 
Brook no continuance of weak-mindedness — 
Great is the glory, for the strife is hard ! 



NOVEMBER Z. 
Composed 18x5. PabUshed x8x6. 

How clear, how keen, how marvellously bright 

The effluence from yon distant mountain's head, (^ 

Which, strewn with snow smooth as the sky can shed, 

Shines like another sun — on mortal sight 

Uprisen, as if to check approaching Night, 

And all her twinkling stars. Who now wotdd tread, 

If so he might, yon mountain's glittering head — 

Terrestrial, but a surface, by the flight 

Of sad mortalit/s earth-sullying wing, 

Unswept, unstained ? Nor shall the aërial Powers 

Dissolve that beauty, destined to endure, 

White, radiant, spotless, exquisitely pure, 

Through all vicissitudes, till genial Spring 

Has filled the laughing vales with welcome flowers. 
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Composed 1815. Published 1815. 

SURPRISED by joy — impatient as the Wind 

I tumed to share the transport — Oh I with whom 

But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb, (*') 

That spot which no vicissitude can find ? 

Love, faithfïil love, recalled thee to my mind — 

But how could I forget thee ? Through what power, 

Even for the least division of an hour, 

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind 

To my most grievous loss ? — That thought^s return 

Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore, 

Save one, one only, when I stood forlom, 

Knowing my heart's best treasure was no more ; 

That neither present time, nor years unbom 

Could to my sight that heavenly face restore. 



1816. 
TO ,{^ 

ON HBS FIRST ASCENT TO THE SUMMIT OF HELVELLTN. 
Composed 1816. Published xSao. 

INMATE of a mount£dn-dwelling, 
Thou hast clomb aloft, and gazed 
From the watch-towers of Helvellyn ; 
Awed, delighted, and amazed 1 

Potent was the spell that bound thee 
Not unwilling to obey ; 
For blue Ether's arms, ilung round thee, 
Stilled the pantings of dismay. 

Lo I the dwindled woods and meadows ; 
What a vast abyss is there ! 
Lo I the clouds, the solemn shadows, 
And the glistenings— heavenly fair ! 
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And a record of commotion 
Which a thousand ridges yield ; 
Ridge, and gulf, and distant ocean 
Gleaming like a silver shield ! 

Maiden ! now take flight ; — ^Lnherit 
Alps or Andes — they are thine I 
With the moming's roseate Spirit, 
Sweep their length of snowy line ; 

Or survey their bright dominions 
In the goigeous colours drest 
Flung from oif the purple pinions, 
Evening spreads throughout the west I 

Thine are all the coral fbimtains 
Warbling in each sparry vault 
Of the untrodden lunar mountains ; 
Listen to their songs !— or halt, 

To Niphates* top invited, 
Whither spitefïd Satan steered ; 
Or descend where the ark alighted, 
When the g^reen earth re-appeared ; 

For the power of hiUs is on thee, 
As was witnessed through thine eye 
Then, when old Helvellyn won thee 
To confess their majesty ! 



1817. 
ODE TO LYCORIS. 

Coraposed 18x7. PaUiahed z8ao. 

I. 

An age hath been when Earth was proud 
Of lustre too intense 
To be sustained ; and Mortals bowed 
The £ront in self-defence. 
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Who t^eftj if Dian's crescent gleamed, 
Or Cupid's sparkling arrow streamed 
While on the wing the Urchin played^ 
Could fearlessly approach the shade ? 
— Enough for one soft vemal day, 
If I, a bard of ebbing time, 
And nurtured in a fickle clime, 
May haunt this homèd bay ; 
Whose amorous water multiplies 
The flitting halcyon's vivid dyes ; (*) 
And smooths her liquid breast — ^to ^ow 
These swan-like specks of mountain snow, 
White as the pair that slid along the plains 
Of heaven, when Venus held the reins 1 

II. 

In youth we love the darksome lawn 

Brushed by the owlefs wing ; 

Then, Twilight is preferred to Dawn, 

And Autumn to the Spring. 

Sad fancies do we then affect, 

In luxury of disrespect 

To our own prodigal excess 

Of too familiar happiness. 

Lycoris (if such name befit 

Thee, thee my life's celestial sign t) 

When Nature marks the year's decline, 

Be ours to welcome it ; 

Pleased with the harvest hope that rans 

Before the path of milder suns ; 

Pleased while the sylvan world displays 

lts ripeness to the feeding gaze ; 

Pleased when the sullen winds resound the knell 

Of the resplendent miracle. 

III. 

But something whispers to my heart 
That, as we downward tend, 
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Lycoris t life requires an art 

To which our souls must bend ; 

A skill — ^to balance and supply ; 

And, ere the flowing fount be dry, 

As soon it must, a sense to sip, 

Or drink, with no fastidious lip. 

Frank greeting, then, to that blithe Guest 

Whose smiles, difRised o'er land and sea, 

Seem to recal the Deity 

Of youth into the breast : 

May pensive Autunm ne'er present 

A claim to her disparagement I 

While blossoms and the budding spray 

Inspire us in our own decay ; 

Still, as we nearer draw to life^s dark goal, 

Be hopeful Spring the favourite of the Soul 1 

THE LONGBST DAY. 

ADDKESSED TO MY DAUGBTER. {^) 
Composed 1817. PuUialied i9aa. 

Let us quit the leafy arbour. 
And the torrent murmuring by ; 
For the sun is in his harbour, 
Weary of the open sky. 

Evening now unbinds the fetters 
Fashioned by the glowing light ; 
All that breathe are thanldul debtors 
To the harbinger of night 

Yet by some grave thoughts attended 
Eve renews her calm career ; 
For the day that now is ended, 
Is the longest of the year. 

Dora ! sport, as now thou sportest, 
On this platform, light and free ; 
Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest, 
Are indbSerent to thee ! 
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Who would check the happy feeling 
That inspires the linnefs song ? 
Who would stop the swallow, wheeling 
On her pinions swift and strong ? 

Yet at this impressive season, 
Words which tendemess can speak 
From the truths of homely reason, 
Might exalt the loveliest cheek ; 

And, while shades to shades succeeding 
Steal the landscape from the sight, 
I would urge this moral pleading, 
Last forerunner of ^' Good night 1" 

SUMMER ebbs ; — each day that follows 
Is a reflux from on high, 
Tending to the darksome hoUows 
Where the frosts of winter lie. 

He who govems the creation, 
In his providence, assigned 
Such a gradual declination 
To the life of human kind. 

Yet we mark it not ; — ^fruits redden, 
Fresh flowers blow, as flowers have blown, 
And the heart is loth to deaden 
Hopes that she so long hath known. 

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden ! 
And when thy decline shall come, 
Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden, 
Hide the knowledge of thy doom. 

Now, even now, ere wrapped in slumber, 
Fix thine eyes upon the sea 
That absorbs time^ space, and number ; 
Look thou to Etemity ! 
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Follow thou the flowing river 
On whose breast are thither bome 
All deceived, and each deceivo', 
Through the gates of night and mom ; 

Through the yeai's successive portals ; 
Through the bounds which many a star 
Marks, not mindless of frail mortals, 
When his light returns from far. 

Thus when thou with Time hast travelled 
Toward the mighty gulf of things. 
And the mazy stream unravelled 
With thy best imaginings ; 

Think, if thou on beauty leanest, 
Think how pitiRil that stay, 
Did not virtue give the meanest 
Charms superior to decay. 

Duty, like a strict preceptor, 
Sometimes fiowns, or seems to frown ; 
Choose her thisde for thy sceptre, 
While youth's roses are thy crown. 

Grasp it, — if thou shrink and tremble, 
Fairest damsel of the green, 
Thou wilt lack the only symbol 
That proclaims a genuine queen ; 

And ensures those palms of honour 
Which selected spirits wear, 
Bending low before the Donor, 
Lord of heaven's unchanging year ! 

THE PASS OP KIRKSTONE. (^) 

Composed 1817. PuUished z8aa 

I. 

WiTHm the mind strong fismdes work, 
A deep delight the bosom thrills, 
Oft as I pass along the fork 
Of these fratemal hilis : 
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Where, save the rugged road, we find 
No appanage of human kind, 
Nor hint of man ; if stone or rock 
Seem not his handy-work to mock 
By something cognizably shaped ; 
Mockery — or model roughly hewn, 
And left as if by earthquake strewn, 
Or from the Flood escaped : 
Altars for Druid service fit ; 
(But where no fire was ever lit, 
Unless the glow-worm to the skies 
Thence offer nightly sacrifice) 
Wrinkled Egyptian monument ; 
Green moss-grown tower ; or hoary tent ; 
Tents of a camp that never shall be razed — 
On which four thousand years have gazed ! 



II. 

Ye plough-shares sparkling on the slopes ! 

Ye snow-white lambs that trip 

Imprisoned 'mid the formal props 

Of restless ownership ! 

Ye trees, that may to-morrow faU 

To feed the careless Prodigal ! 

Lawns, houses, chattels, groves, and fields. 

All that the beauteous valley shields ; 

Wages of folly — ^baits of crime, 

Of life's uneasy game the stake, 

Playthings that keep the eyes awake 

Of drowsy, dotard Time ; — 

O care 1 O guüt ! — O vales and plains, 

Here, in his own unvexed domains, 

A Genius dwells, that can subdue 

At once all memory of You, — 

Most potent when mists veil the sky, 

Mists that distort and magnify ; 

While the coarse rushes, to the sweeping breeze, 

Sigh forth their ancient melodies 1 
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IIL 

List to those shriller notes 1 — fhiU march 

Perchance was on the blast, 

When, through this Heighfs inverted arch, 

Rome's earliest legion passed ! (^) 

— ^They saw, adventurously impelled, 

And older eyes than theirs beheld, 

This block — and yon, whose church-like frame 

Gives to this savage Pass its name. (^) 

Aspiring Road ! that lov'st to hide 

Thy daring in a vapoury boum, 

Not seldom may the hour return 

When thou shalt be my guide : 

And I (as all men may find cause, 

When life is at a weary pause, 

And they have panted up the hill 

Of duty with reluctant will) 

Be thankfU, even though tired and faint» 

For the rich bounties of constraint ; 

Whence oft invigorating transports flow 

That choice lacked courage to bestow ! 



IV. 

My Soul was grateful for delight 

That wore a threatening brow ; 

A veil is lifted— can she slight 

The scène that opens now ? 

Though habitation none appear, 

The greenness tells, man must be there ; 

The shelter — ^that the pérspective 

Is of the dime in which we live ; 

Where Toil pursues hls daSly round ; 

Where Pity sheds sweet tears — ^and Love, 

In woodbine bower or birchen grove, 

Inflicts his tender wotmd. 

— ^Who comes not hither ne'er shall know 

How beautüul the world below ; 
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Nor can he guess how lightly leaps 
The brook adown the rocky steeps. 
Farewell, thou desolate Domain ! 
Hope, pointing to the cultured plain, 
Carols hke a shepherd-boy ; 
And who is she ? — Can that be Joy ! 
Who, with a sunbeam for her guide, 
Smoothly skims the meadows wide ; 
While Faith, fröm yonder opening cloud, 
To hill and vale proclaims aïoud, 
" Whate'er the weak may dread, the wicked dare, 
Thy lot, O Man, is good, thy portion fair !" 



1818. 

INSCRIPTIONS SUPPOSBD TO BB FOÜND IN 
AND NBAR A HBRMITS CBLL. 

Coaqwfied z8x8. Published xSao. 

HOPES, what are they ? — Beads of moming 

Strung on slender blades of grass ; 

Or a spidei's web adoming 

In a strait and treacherous pass. 

What are Fears but voices airy ? 
Whispering harm where harm is not ; 
And deluding the unwary 
Till the fatal bolt is shot ! 

What is Glory ? — in the socket 
See how dying tapers fare 1 
What is Pride ? — a whizzing rocket 
That would emulate a star. 
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What is Friendship ?— do not trast her, 
Nor the vows which she has made ; 
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre 
From a palsy-shaken head. 

What is Truth ? — ^a staff rejected ; 
Duty ? — ^an unwelcome clog ; 
Joy ? — a moon by fits reflected 
In a swamp or watery bog ; 

Bright, as if through ether steering, 
To the Traveller's eye it shone : 
He hath hailed it re-appearing — 
And as quickly it is gone ; 

Such is Joy — as quickly hidden, 
Or mis-shapen to the sight, 
And by sullen weeds forbidden 
To resumé its native light i 

^ What is Youth ? — a dancing billow, 
* (Winds behind, and rocks before !) ] 

Age ? — a drooping, tottering wiUow 

On a flat and lazy shore. 

What is Peace ? — ^when pain is over, 
And love ceases to rebel, 
Let the last faint sigh discover 
That precedes the passing-knell ! 
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"HAST THOÜ SEEN, WITH FLASH INCESSANT/' 

Compoted z8i8. Published x8ao. 

Hast thou seen, with flash incessant, 
Bubbles gliding under ice, 
Bodied forth and evanescent, 
No one knows by what device ? 

Such are thoughts 1 — A wind-swept meadow 

Mimicking a troubled sea, 

Such is life ; and death a shadow 

From the rock etemity I 



r 
I 



NEAR THE SPRING OP THE HERMITAGE. 

Compoted x8z& Pabisihed xSao. 

Troubled long with wanïng notions 
Long impatient of thy rod, 
I resign my soui's emotions 
Unto Thee, mysterious God I 

What avails the Idndly shelter 
Yielded by this craggy rent, 
If my spirit toss and welter 
On Üie waves of discontent ? 

Parching Summer hath no warrant 
To consume this crystal Well ; 
Rains, that make each rill a torrent, 
Neither sully it nor swelL 

Thus, dishonouring not her station, 
Would my Life present to Thee, 
Gracious God, the pure oblation 
Of divine tranquillity 1 
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COMPOSBD UPON AN BVBNING OP BXTRA- 
ORDINARY SPLBNDOUR AND BBAÜTY. (»*) 

Composed x8z8. Pobliihed xSao. 

I. 

Had this efTulgence disappeared 

With flying haste, I might have sent, 

Among the speechless clouds, a look 

Of blank astonishment ; 

But 'tis endued with power to stay, 

And sanctify one closing day, 

That frail Mortality may see-— 

What is ? — ah no, but what can be ! 

Time was when field and watery cove 

With modulated echoes rang, 

While choirs of fervent Angels sang 

Their vespers in the grove ; 

Or, crowning, star-like, each some sovereign height, 

Warbled, for heaven above and earth below, 

Strains suitable to both. — Such holy rite, 

Methinks, if audibly repeated now 

From hill or valley, could not move 

Sublimer transport, purer love, 

Than doth this silent spectade — ^the gleam — 

The shadow — ^and the peace suprème 1 

II. 

No sound is uttered, — ^but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
The hoUow vale from steep to steep, 
And penetrates the glades. 
Far-distant images draw nigh, 
Called forth by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues 
Whate'er it strikes with gem-like hues ! 
In vision exquisitely clear, 
Herds range along the mountain side ; 
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And glistening anders are descried ; (^) 

And gilded flocks appear. 

Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal Eve ! 

But long as god-like wish, or hope divine, 

Informs my spirit, ne'er can I believe 

That this magnificence is whoUy thine I 

— From worlds not quickened by the sun 

A portion of the gift is won ; 

An intermingling^of Heaven's pomp is spread 

On ground which British shepherds tread ! 

III. 

And, if there be whom broken ties 

AiHict, or injuries assail, 

Yon hazy ridges (*•) to their eyes 

Present a glorious scale, (") 

Climbing sufTused with sunny air, 

To stop — no record hath told where I 

And tempting Fancy to ascend, 

And with immortal Spirits blend ! 

— Wings at my shoulders seem to play ; 

But, rooted here, I stand and gaze 

On those bright steps that upward raise 

Their practicable way. 

Come forth, ye drooping old men, look abroad. 

And see to what fair countries ye are bound ! 

And if some traveller, weary of his road, 

Hath slept since noon-tide on the grassy ground, 

Ye Genii ! to his covert speed ; 

And wake him with such gentle heed 

As may attune his soul to meet the dower 

Bestowed on this transcendent hour ! 

IV. 

Such hues from their celestial Urn 
Were wont to stream before mine eye, 
Where'er it wandered in the mom 
Of blissful infancy. 
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This glimpse of glory, why renewed ? 

Nay, rather speak with gratitude ; 

For, if a vestige of those gleams 

Survived, 'twas only in my dreams. . 

Dread Power ! whom peace and calmness serve, 

The thunder, and the still small voice, 

If aught unworthy be my choice, 

From Thee if I would swerve ; 

Oh, let thy grace remind me of the light 

FuÜ early lost, and fhiitlessly deplored ; 

Which, at this moment, on my waking sight 

Appears to shine, by miracle restored ; 

My soul, though yet confined to earth, 

Rejoices in a second birth ! 

— 'Tis past, the visionary splendour fades ; 

And night approaches with her shades. 



1819. 
TO THE RIVER DERWENT. 

Compofed 1819. PabUilMd 18x9. 

Among the mountains were we nursed, loved Stream 1 

Thou near the eagle's nest — within brief sail, 

I, of his bold wing floating on the gale ; C^) 

Where thy deep vóice could lull me ! Faint the beam 

Of human life when first allowed to gleam 

On mortal notice. — Glory of the vale, 

Such thy meek outset, with a crown, though frail, 

Kept in perpetual verdure by the stream 

Of thy soft breath ! — Less vivid wreath entwined 

Nemaean victor's brow ; less bright was wom, 

Meed of some Roman chief— in triumph bome 

With captives chained ; and shedding from his car 

The sunset splendours of a finished war 

Upon the proud enslavers of mankind ! 
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SEPTEMBER 1819. 

Composed x8iq. Publisbed x8ao. 

Departing summer hath assumed 
An aspect tenderly illumed^ 
The gentlest look of spring ; 
That calls from yonder leafy shade 
Unfaded, yet prepared to fade, 
A timely carolling. 

No faint and hesitating trill, 
Such tribute as to winter chili 
The lonely redbreast pays ! 
Clear, loud, and lively b the din, 
From social warblers gatheiing in 
Their harvest of sweet lays. 

Nor doth the example fail to cheer 
Me, conscious that my leaf is sere, 
And yellow on the bough : — 
Fall, rosy garlands, from my head ! 
Ye myrtle wreaths, your fragrance shed 
Around a yomiger brow ! 

Yet will I temperately rejoice ; 

Wide is the range, and free the choice 

Of undiscordant themes ; 

Which, haply, kindred souls may prize 

Not less than vemal ecstasies, 

And passion's feverish dreams. 

For deathless powers to verse belong, 
And they like Demi-gods are strong 
On whom the Muses smile ; 
But some their function have disclaimed, 
Best pleased with what is aptliest framed 
To enervate and defile. 
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Not such the initiatory strains 

Committed to the silent plains 

In Britain's earliest dawn : 

Trembled the groves, the stars grew pale, 

While all-too-daringly the veil 

Of nature was withdiawn ! 

Nor such the spirit-stirring note 
When the live chords Alcaeus smote, 
Inflamed' by sense of wrong ; 
Woe ! woe to Tyrants ! from the lyre 
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire 
Of fierce vindictive song. 

And not unhallowed was the page 
By wingèd Love inscribed, to assuage 
llie pangs of vain pursuit ; 
Love listening while the Lesbian Maid 
With finest touch of passion swayed 
Her own iEolian lute. 

O ye who patiently explore 
The wreek of Herculanean lore, 
What rapture ! could ye seize 
Some Theban fragment, or unrol 
One precious, tender-hearted scroll 
Of pure Simonides. 

That were, indeed, a genuine birth 
Of poesy ; a bursting forth 
Of genius from the dust : 
What Horace gloried to behold, 
What Maro loved, shall we enfold ? 
Can haughty Time be just ! 
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1820. 

COMPOSED IN ONE OF THE CATHOLIC 

CANTONS. 

Composed'iSsOi Pablishad xSaa. 

DOOMED as we are. oor native dust 
To wet with many a bitter shower, 
It iU befits us to disdain 
The altar, to deride the fane, 
Where simple SufTerers bend, in trust 
To win a happier hour. 

I love, where spreads the village lawn, 
Upon some knee-wom cell to gaze : 
Hail to the firm tmmoving cross, 
Aloft, where pines their branches toss ! 
And to the chapel £ar withdrawn, 
That lurks by lonely ways ! 

Where'er we roam — along the brink 
Of Rhine — or by the sweeping Po, 
Through Alpine vale, or champain wide, 
Whate'er we look on, at our side 
Be Charity ? — to bid us think, 
And feel, if we would know. 



THE ECLIPSE OP THE SUN, 182a 

Compoted iSso. Pablished iSss. 

High on her speculative tower 
Stood Science waitlng for the hour 
When Sol was destined to endure 
TAat darkening of his radiant hce 
Which Superstition strove to chase, 
Erewhile, with rites impuie. 
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Afloat beneath Italian skies, 
Through regions flair as Paradise 
We gaily passed, — ^tiU Nature wrought 
A silent and unlooked-for change, 
That checked the desultory range 
Of joy and sprightly thought 

Where'er was dipped the toiling oar, 
The waves danced round us as before, 
As lightly, though of altered hue, 
Mid recent coohiess, such as falls 
At noontide from umbrageous walls 
That screen the moming dew. 

No vapour stretched its wings ; no dond 

Cast far or near a murky shroud ; 

The sky an azure field displayed ; 

'Twas sunlight sheathed and gently charmed. 

Of all its sparkling rays disarmed, 

And as in slumber laid,— 

Or something night and day between, 
Like moonshine— but the hue was green ; 
Still moonshine, without shadow, spread 
On jutting rock, and curvèd shore, 
Where gazed the peasant from his door, 
And on the mountain's head. 

It tinged the Julian steeps — it lay, 
Lugano 1 on thy ample bay ; 
The solemnizing veil was drawn 
O'er villas, terraces, and towers ; 
To Albogasio's olive bowerS| 
Porlezza's verdant lawn. 



But Fancy with the speed of fire 
Hath past to Milan's loftiest spire^ 
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And there alights 'mid that aërial host 
Of Figures human and divine, 
White as the snows of Apennine 
Indórated by frost. 

Awe-stricken she beholds the array 

That guards the Temple night and day ; 

Angels she sees — ^that might from heaven have flown, 

And Virgin-saints, who not in vain 

Have striven by purity to gain 

The beatific crown — 

Sees long-drawn files, concentric rings 
Each narrowing above each ; — the wings, 
The uplifted palms, the silent marble lips, 
The starry zone of sovereign height — 
All steeped in this portentous light ! 
All suffering dim eclipse ! 

Thus after Man had fallen (if aught 
These perishable spheres have wrought 
May with that issue be compared) 
Throngs of celestial visages, 
Darkening like water in the breeze, 
A holy sadness shared. 

Lo 1 while I speak, the labouring Sun 
His glad deliverance has begun : 
The cypress waves her sombre plume 
More cheerily ; and town and tower, 
The vineyard and the olive-bower, 
Their lustre re-assume ! 

O Ye, who guard and grace my home 
While in far-distant lands we roam, 
Was such a vision given to you ? 
Or while we looked with favoured eyes, 
Did sullen mists hide lake and skies 
And mountains from your view ? 
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Or was it given you to behold 

Like vision, pensive though not cold, 

From the smooth breast of gay Winandermere ? 

Saw ye the soft yet awful veil 

Spread over Grasmere's lovely dale, 

Helvellyn's brow severe ? 



I ask in vain — and know far less 
If sickness, sorrow, or distress 
Have spared my Dweiling to this hour ; 
Sad blindness 1 but ordained to prove 
Our faith in Heaven's unfailing love 
And all-controUing power. 



ECHO, ÜPON THE GEMML 

Composed z8ao. Pnblished xSaa. 

Wh AT beast of chase hath broken fix>m the cover ? 

Stem Gemmi listens to as fiül a cry, 

As multitudinous a harmony 

Of sounds as rang the heights of Latmos over, 

When, from the soft couch of her sleeping Lover 

Up-starting, Cynthia skimmed the mountain-dew 

In keen pursuit — and gave, where'er she flew, 

Impetuous motion to the Stars above her. 

A solitary Wolf-dog, ranging on 

Through the bleak concave, wakes this wondrous chime 

Of aëry voices locked in unison, — 

Faint — ^far-off— near — deep — ^solemn and sublime I — 

So, from the body of one guilty deed, 

A thousand ghostly fears, and haunting thoughts, proceed ! 
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THE RIVER DÜDDON. 

A SERIES OF SONNETS. 
TO THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH. 

(WITH THS SONNETS TO THE RIVER DUDDOK.) 
Composed i8ao. Publuhed 1820. 

The Minstrels played their Christmas tune 
To-night beneath my cottage-eaves ; 
While, smitten by a lofty moon, 
The encircling laurels, Üiick with leaves, 
Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen, 
That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze 

Had sunk to rest with folded wings : 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze, 

Nor check, the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand 1 



O Brother ! I revere the choice 
That took thee from thy native hills ; 
And it is given thee to rejoice : 
Tliough public care fiill often tills 
(Heaven pnly witness of the toil) 
A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Yet, would that Thou, with me and mine, 

Hadst he^d this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on other faces shine 

A true revival of the light 

Which Nature and these rustic Powers, 

In simple childhood, spread through ours ! 



«34 SBLECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. 

Hail, ancient Manners ! sure defence, 
Where they survive, of wholesome laws ; 
Remnants of love whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws ; 
Hail, Usages of pristine mould. 
And ye that guard them, Mountains old ! 



Yes, they can make, who fail to find. 

Short leisure even in busiest days ; 

Moments, to cast a look behind, 

And profit by those kindly rays 

That through the clouds do sometimes steal, 

And all the far-ofif past reveal. 



II. 

Child of the clouds ! remote from every taint 

Of sordid industry thy lot is cast ; 

Thine are the honours of the lofty waste ; (*•) 

Not seldom, when with heat the valleys faint, 

Thy handmaid Frost with spangled tissue quaint 

Thy cradle decks ; — to chant thy birth, thou hast 

No meaner Poet tiian the whistling Blast, 

And Desolation is thy Patron-saint I 

She guards thee, ruthless Power ! who would not spare 

Those mighty forests, once the bison's screen, 

Where stalked the huge deer to his shaggy lair 

Through paths and alleys roofed with darkest green ; 

Thousands of years before the silent air 

Was pierced by whizzing shaft of hunter keen ! 



IV. 

Take, cradled Nursling of the mountain, take 
This parting glance, (^) no negligent adieu ! 
A Protean change seems wrought while I pursue 
The curves, a loosely scattered chain doth make ; 
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Or lather thoa appear'st a glistering snake, 

Silent, and to the gazei's eye untrue, 

Thridding with sinuons lapse the rushes, through 

Dwarf willows gliding, and by femy brake. 

Starts from a dizzy steep the undaunted Rill 

Robed instantly in garb of snow- white foam ; 

And laughing dares the Adventurer, who hath domb 

So high, a rival purpose to fulfil ; 

£lse let the dastard backward wend, and roam, 

Seeking less bold achievement, where he will 1 



V. 

SOLE listener, Duddon ! to the breeze that played 
With thy dear voice, I caught the fitfiil sound 
Wafted o'er sullen moss and craggy mound — 
Unfruitful solitudes, that seemed to upbraid 
The sun in heaven ! — but now, to form a shade 
For Thee, green alders have together wound 
Their foliage ; ashes ilung their arms around ; 
And birdi-trees risen in silver colonnade. 
And thou hast also tempted here to rise, 
'Mid sheltering pines, this cottage ('') rude and grey ; 
Whose ruddy children, by the mother's eyes 
Carelessly watched, sport through the summer day, 
Thy pleased associates : — ^light as endless May 
On infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. 

IX. 
THE STEPPING-STONES. 

The struggling Rill insensibly is grown 
Into a Brook of loud and stately march, 
Crossed ever and anon by plank or arch ; 
And, for like use, lo I what might seem a zone 
Chosen for ornament — stone matched with stone (^) 
In studied symmetry, with interspace 
For the clear waters to pursue their race 
Without restraint How swiftly have they flown. 



236 SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. 

Succeeding — still succeeding 1 Here the Child 

Puts, when the high-swoln Flood runs fierce and wild, 

His budding courage to the proof ; and here 

Declining Manhood leams to note the sly 

And sure encroachments of infirmity. 

Thinking how fast time runs, life^s end how near ! 



XIV. 

O MOUNTAIN Stream I the Shepherd and his Cot 
Are privileged Inmates of deep solitude ; 
Nor would the nicest Anchorite exclude 
A field or two of brighter green, pr plot 
Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a spot 
Of stationary sunshine : — ^thou hast viewed 
These only, Duddon ! with their paths renewed 
By fits and starts, yet this contents thee not 
Thee hath some awful Spirit impelled to leave, 
Utterly to desert, the haunts of men, 
Though simple thy companions were and few ; 
And through this wildemess a passage cleave (®) 
Attended but by thy own voice, save when 
The clouds and fowls of the air thy way pursue t 



XVIII. 
SEATHWAITE CHAPEL. 

Sacred Religion I '^mother of form and fear," 

Dread arbitress of mutable respect, 

New rites ordaining when the old are wrecked, 

Or cease to please the fickle worshipper : 

Mother of Love I (that name best suits thee here) 

Mother of Love 1 for this deep vale, protect 

Truth's holy lamp, pure source of bright effect, 

Gifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere 

That seeks to stifie it ; — ^as in those days 

When this low Pile(^) a Gospel Teacher (*) knew 
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Whose good works fonned an endless rednue : 
A Pastor such as Chaucer's verse pourtrays ; 
Such as the beaven-taught sldll of Herbert drew ; 
And tender Goldsmitb crowned with deatbless praise I 



XIX. 

TRIBUTARY STREAM. 

My frame batb often trembled witb deligbt 

Wben bope presented some far-distant good, 

Tbat seemed from heaven descending, like tbe flood 

Of yon pure waters, (•*) from their aëry beight 

Hurryingy witb lordly Duddon to unite ; 

Wbo, 'mid a world of images imprest 

On the cahn depth of his transparent breast, 

Appears to cherish most tbat Torrent white, 

The fairest, softest, liveliest of them all I 

And seldom batb ear listened to a time 

More luUing than the busy hum of Noon, 

Swoln by tbat voice — whose murmur musical 

Announces to the thirsty fields a boon 

Dewy and fresh, till showers again sball falL 



XX. 

THE PLAIN OF DONNERDALK 

The old inventive Poets, had they seen, 
Or rather feit, tbe entrancement tbat detains 
Thy waters, Duddon ! 'mid these flowery plains ; 
The still repose, the liquid lapse serene, 
Transferred to bowers imperishably green, 
Had beautified Elysium ! But these chains 
Will soon be broken ; — sl rougb course remains, 
Rough as tbe past ; where Thou, of placid mien, 
Innocuous as a firstling of the flock, 
And countenanced like a soft cerulean sky, 



838 SBLBCTIONS PROM WORDSWORTH. 

Shalt change thy temper ; and, witfa many a shock 
Given and received in mutual jeopardy, 
Dance like a Bacchanal, firom rock to rock, 
Tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and high ! 

XXVI. 

Return, Content ! for fondly I pursued, 

Even when a child, the Streams — ^unheard, unseen ; 

Through tangled woods, impending rocks between ; 

Or, free as air, with flying inquest viewed 

The sullen reservoirs whence their bold brood — 

Pure as the moming, fretful, boisterous, keen, 

Green as the salt-sea billows, white and green — 

Poured down the hills, a choral multitude ! 

Nor have I tracked their course for scanty gains ; 

They taught me random cares and truant joys, 

That shield from mischief and preserve from stains 

Vague minds, while men are growing out of boys ; 

Maturer Fancy owes to their rough noise 

Impetuous thoughts that brook not servile reins. 



XXVIIL 

JOURNEY RENEWED. (*) 

I ROSÉ while yet the cattle, heat-opprest, 
Crowded together under rustling trees 
Brushed by the current of the water-breeze ; 
And for tAet'r sakes, and love of all that rest, 
On Duddon's margin, in the sheltering nest ; 
For all the startled scaly tribes that slink 
Into his coverts, and each fearless link 
Of dancing insects forged upon his breast ; 
For these, and hopes and recollections wom 
Close to the vital seat of human clay ; 
Glad meetings, tender partings, that upstay 
The drooping mind of absence, by vows swom 
In his pure presence near the trysting thom — 
I thanked the Leader of my onward way. 
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XXXII. 

NOT hurled precipitous from steep to steep ; 
Lingering no more 'mid flower-enamelled lands 
And blooming thickets ; nor by rocky bands 
Held ; but in radiant progress toward the Deep 
Where mightiest rivers into powerless sleep 
Sink and forget their nature — now expands 
Majestic Duddon, over smooth flat sands 
Gliding in silence with unfettered sweep ! 
Beneath an ampler sky a reg^on wide 
Is opened round him : — ^hamlets, towers, and towns, 
And blue-topped hills, behold him from afar ; 
In stately mien to sovereign Thames allied 
Spreading his bosom under Kentish downs, 
With commerce freighted, or triumphant war. 

XXXIII. 
CONCLUSION. 

But here no cannon thnnders to the gale ; 
Upon the wave no haughty pendants cast 
A crimson splendour : lowly is the mast 
That rises here, and humbly spread, the sail ; 
While, less disturbed than in the narrow Vale 
Through which with strange vicissitudes he passed, 
The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast 
Where all his unambitious functions ÊiiL 
And may thy Poet, doud-born Stream ! be 
The sweets of earth contentedly resigned. 
And each tumultuous working left behind 
At seemly distance — ^to advance like Thee ; 
Prepared, in peace of heart, in calm of mind 
And soul, to mingle with Etemity ! 

XXXIV. 

AFTER-THOUGHT. 

/ THouGBT cf Thee^ my partner and my gtUde^ 
As beingpast away,— Vain syfnpatküs / 
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For^ backwardy Duddon I as I cast my eyeSy 

1 see what waSy and iSy and will ainde ; 

Still glides the Stream^ andshall f or everglidej 

The Form remains^ the Function never dies; 

WhiU we^ the braven the mighty^ and the wise^ 

We Men^ who in our morn ofyouth defied 

The elementSy must vanish ; — be it so I 

Enoughy if something from our hands have power 

To live^ and act^ and serve the future hourj 

Andifas toward the sileni tomb we go^ 

Through love^ through hope^ and faitKs transcendent 

dower^ 
Wefeel that we are greater than we know. 



1821. 



FROM THE 
''ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS.'' 

PERSÜASION. 
Composed x8az. Publiahed z8aa. 

" Man's life is like a Sparrow, mighty King I 

" That — while at banquet with your Chiefis you sit 

" Housed near a blazing fire — is seen to flit 

" Safe from the wintry tempest. Fluttering, 

" Here did it enter ; there, on hasty wing, 

" Flies out, and passes on from cold to cold ; 

^ But whence it came we know not, nor behold 

" Whither it goes. Even such, that transient Thing, 

" The human Soul ; not utterly unknown 

'^ While in the Body lodged, her warm abode ; 

" But from what world She came, what woe or weal 

" On her departure waits, no tongue hath shown ; 

" This mystery if the Stranger can reveal, 

" His be a welcome cordially bestowed ! " 
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CANUTE. 
Composed zSsz. Pabltshed xSaa. 

A PLEASANT music floats along the Mere, 
From Monks in £ly chanting service high, 
While — as Canüte the King is rowing by : 
" My Oarsmen," quoth the mighty King, "draw near, 
" That we the sweet song of the Monks may hear ! " 
He listens (all past conquests and all schemes 
Of future vanishing like empty dreams) 
Heart-touched, and haply not without a tear. 
The Royal Minstrel, ere the choir is still, 
While his free Barge skims the smooth üood along, 
Gives to that rapture a memorial Rhyme. 
O sufTering Earth I be thankful ; stemest clime 
And rudest age are subject to the thrill 
Of heaven-descended Piety and Song. 



WALDENSES. 
G>mp<Med i8si. PuUislied*x8a9. 

Those had g^ven earliest notice, as the lark 

Springs from the gnx>und the mom to gratulate ; 

Or rather rosé the day to antedate, 

By striking out a solitary spark, 

When all the world with midnight gloom was dark. — 

At length come those Waldensian bands, whom Hate 

In vain endeavours to exterminate, 

Whom Obloquy pursues with hideous bark : 

Meanwhile the unextinguishable fire, 

Rekindled thus, from dens and savage woods 

Moves, handed on with never-ceasing care, 

Through courts, through camps, o'er linütary floods ; 

Nor lacks this sea-girt Isle a timely share 

Of the new Flame, not sufTered to expire. 
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WALTON'S BOOK OF LIVES. 
Compoced xSsz. Pnblisbed xSaa. 

There are no colours in the ^rest sky 

So fair as these. The feather, whence the pen 

Was shaped that traced the lives of these good men, 

Dropped from an Angel's wing. With moistened eye 

We read of faith and purest charity 

In Statesman, Priest, and humble Citizen : 

O could we copy their mild virtues, then 

What joy to live, what blessedness to die ! 

Methinks their very names shine still and bright ; 

Apart — like glow-worms on a summer night ; 

Or lonely tapers when from far they fling 

A guiding ray ; or seen — like stars on high, 

Satellites buming in a lucid ring 

Around meek Walton's heavenly memory. 



CompOMd z8ax. Published zSa a. 

Down a swift Stream, thus far, a bold design 
Have we pursued, with livelier stir of heart 
Than hls who sees, bome forward by the Rhine, 
The living landscapes greet him, and depart ; 
Sees spires fast sinking — up again to start 1 
And strives the towers to nimiber, that redine 
0'er the dark steeps, or on the horizon line 
Striding with shattered crests his eye athwart 
So have we hurried on with troubled pleasure : 
Henceforth, as on the bosom of a stream 
That slackens, and spreads wide a watery gleam, 
We, nothing loth a lingering course to measure, 
May gather up our thoughts, and mark at leisure 
Features that else had vanished Uke a dream. 
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MUTABILITY. 
Composed x8az. Published 183a. 

From low to high doth dïssolution climb, 

And sink from high to low, along a scale 

Of awful notes, whose concord shall not fail ; 

A musical hut melancholy chime, 

Which they can hear who meddle not with crime, 

Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care. 

Truth £ails not ; hut her ontward forms that bear 

The longest date do melt like frosty rime, 

That in the moming whitened hill and plain 

And is no more ; drop like the tower sublime 

Of yesterday, which royally did wear 

His crown of weeds, but could not even sustain 

Some casual shout that broke the silent air, 

Or the unimaginable touch of Time. 



OLD ABBEYS. 
Composed zBsi. Pnblished x8a3. 

MONASTic Domes 1 foUowing my downward way, 
Untottched by due regret I maiked your fall 1 
Now^ ruin, beauty, ancient stillness, all 
Dispose to judgments temperate as we lay 
On our past selves in life's declining day : 
For as, by discipline of Time made wise, 
We leam to tolerate the infirmities 
And faults of others — gently as he may, 
So with our own the mild Instructor deals, 
Teaching us to forget them or forgive. 
Perversely curlous, then, for hidden ill 
Why should we break Time's charitable seals ? 
Once ye were holy, ye are holy still ; 
Your spirit freely let me drink, and live ! 
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INSIDE OF RING'S COLLEGE CHAPEL, CAMBRIDGE. 
Composed i8az. Pabluhed x8aa. 

Ta^ not the royal Saint (^) with vain expense, 

With ill-matched aims the Architect who planned — 

Albeit labouring for a scanty band 

Of white robed Scholars only — this immense 

And glorious Work of fine intelligence ! 

Give all thou canst ; high Heaven rejects the lote 

Of nicely-calculated less or more ; 

So deemed the man who fashioned for the sense 

These lofty pillars, spread that branching roof 

Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand cells, 

Where light and shade repose, where music dwells 

Lingering — and wandering on as loth to die ; 

Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof 

That they were bom for immortality. 



CONTINUED. 
Composed xSax. Published xSaa. 

They dreamt not of a perishable home 
Who thus could build. Be mine, in hours of fear 
Or grovelling thought, to seek a refiige here ; 
Or through the aisles of Westminster to roam ; 
Wliere bubbles burst, and foll/s dancing fbam 
Melts, if it cross the threshold ; where the wreath 
Of awe-struck wisdom droops : or let my path 
Lead to that younger Pile, (^ whose sky-like dome 
Hath typified by reach of daring art 
Infinitys embrace ; whose guardian crest, 
The silent Cross, among the stars shall spread 
As now, when She hath also seen her breast 
Filled with mementos, satiate with its part 
Of grateful England's overflowing Dead. 
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1823. 
MEMORY. C») 

Composed 1823. Published 1897. 

A PEN — to register ; a key — 
That winds through secret wards ; 
Are well assigned to Memory 
By allegorie Bards. 

As aptly, also, might be given 

A Pencil to her hand ; 

That, softening objects, sometimes even 

Outstrips the heart's demand ; 

That smoothes foregone distress, the lines 
Of lingering care subdues, 
Long-vanished happiness refines, 
And clothes in brighter hues ; 

Yet, like a tooi of Fancy, works 
Those Spectres to dilate 
That startle Conscience, as she lurks 
Within her lonely seat 

O I that our lives, which flee so fast, 
In purity were such, 
That not an image of the past 
Should fear that penciVs touch ! 

Retirement then might hourly look 
Upon a soothing scène, 
Age steal to his allotted nook 
Contented and serene ; 

With heart as calm as lakes that sleep, 
In frosty moonlight glistening ; 
Or mountain rivers, where they creep 
Along a channel smooth and deep, 
To thcir own far-ofF murmurs listening. 
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1824. 

''LET OTHER BARDS OP ANGELS SING."* 

TO .(") 

Composed 1834. PubliiJied i8t7. 

Let other bards of angels sing, 

Bright suns without a spot ; 
But thou art no such perfect thing : 

Rejoice that thou art not I 

Heed not tho' none should call thee fair ; 

So, Mary, let it be 
If nought in loveliness compare 

With what thou art to me. 

True beauty dwells in deep retreats, 

Whose veil is unremoved 
Till heart with heart in concord beats, 

And the lover is beloved. 



«O DEARER PAR THAN LIGHT AND LIPE 

ARE DBAR." 



TO 



Compo6ed 1834. Published 1897. 

O DEARER far than light and life are dear, 
Full oft our human foresight I deplore ; 
Trembling, through my unworthiness, with fear 
That friends, by death disjoined, may meet no more ! 

Misgivings, hard to vanquish or control, 
Mix with the day, and cross the hour of rest ; 
While all the future, for thy purer soul, 
With "sober certainties '^ of love is biest 



''HOW RICH TH AT PORBHBAD^S CALM BXPANSBr 24? 

That sigh of thine, not meant for human ear, 
Tells that these words thy humbleness offend ; 
Yet bear me up — else faltering in the rear 
Of a steep march : support me to the end. 



Peace settles where the intellect is meek, 
And Love is dutifiil in thought and deed ; 
Through Thee conununion with that Love I seek : 
The faith Heaven strengthens where he moulds the 
Creed. 



""HOW RICH THAT PORBHBAD'S CALM 

BXPANSBr 

CompoMd 18*4. PuUished 1837. 

How rich that fbrehead's calm expanse ! (P) 

How bright that heaven-directed glance ! 

— Waft her to glory, wingèd Powers, 

Ere sorrow be renewed, 

And intercourse with mortal hours 

Bring back a humbler mood ! 

So looked Cecilia when she drew 

An Angel from his station ; 

So looked ; not ceasing to pursue 

Her tuneful adoration ! 

But hand and voice alike are stiU ; 

No sound here sweeps away the will 

That gave it birth : in service meek 

One upright arm sustains the cheek. 

And one across the bosom lies — 

That rosé, and now foigets to rise, 

Subdued by breathless harmonies 

Of meditative feeling ; 

Mute strains from worlds beyond the skies, 

Through the pure light of female eyes, 

Their sanctity revealing I 
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WRITTBN IN A BLANK LBAP OP MACPHBRSON'S 

OSSIAN. 

Compoied 1834. Publishod iSaj. 

O FT have I caught, upon a fitful breeze, 

Fragments of far-off melodies, 

With ear not coveting the whole, 

A part so charmed the pensive soul : 

While a dark stoim before my sight 

Was yielding, on a mountain height 

Loose vapours have I watched, that won 

Prismatic colours from the sun ; 

Nor feit a wish that heaven would show 

The image of its perfect bow. 

What need, then, of these finished Strains ? 

Away with counterfeit Remains ! 

An abbey in its lone recess, 

A temple of the wildemess, 

Wrecks though they be, announce with feeling 

The majesty of honest dealing. 

Spirit of Ossian ! if imbound 

In language thou ma/st yet be found, 

If aught (intrusted to the pen 

Or floating on the tongues of men, 

Albeit shattered and impaired) 

Subsist thy dignity to guard, 

In concert with memorial claim 

Of old grey stone, and high-bom name 

That cleaves to rock or pillared cave 

Where moans the blast, or beats the wave, 

Let Truth, stem arbitress of all. 

Interpret that Original, 

And for presumptuous wrongs atone ; — 

Authentic words be given, or none I 

Time is not blind ; — yet He, who spares 
Pyramid pointing to the stars, 
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Hath preyed with ruthless appetite 

On all that marked the primal flight 

Of the poetic ecstasy 

Into the land of mystery. 

No tongue is able to rehearse 

One measure, Orpheus ! of thy verse ; 

Musaeus, stationed with his lyre 

Suprème among the Elysian quire, 

Is, for the dwellers upon earth, 

Mute as a lark ere moming's birth. 

Why grieve for these, though past away 

The music, and extinct the lay ? 

When thousands, by severer doom, 

FuU early to the silent tomb 

Have sunk, at Nature's call ; or strayed 

From hope and promise, self-betrayed ; p) 

The garland withering on their brows ; 

Stung with remorse for broken vows ; 

Frantic — else how might they rejoice ? 

And fnendless, by their own sad choice I 

Hail, Bards of mightier grasp ! on you 
I chiefly call, the chosen Few, 
Who cast not off the acknowledged guide, 
Who faltered not, nor tumed aside ; 
Whose lofty genius could survive 
Privation, under sorrow thrive ; 
In whora the fiery Muse revered 
The symbol of a snow-white beard, 
Bedewed with meditative tears 
Dropped from the lenient doud of years. 

Brothers in soul I though distant times 
Produced you nursed in various climes, 
Ye, when the orb of life had waned, 
A plenitude of love retained : 
Hence, while in you each sad regret 
By corresponding hope was met, 
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Ye lingered among human kind, 

Sweet voices for the passing wind ; 

Departing sunbeams, loth to stop, t 

Though smiling on the last hill top I 

Such to the tender-hearted maid ^ 

Even ere her joys begin to fade ; 

Such, haply, to the rugged chief 

By fortune crushed, or tamed by grief ; 

Appears, on Morven's lonely shore, 

Dim-gleaming through imperfect loie, 

The Son of Fingal ; such was blind 

Mseonides of ampler mind ; 

Such Milton, to the fountain head 

Of glory by Urania led I 



1825. 
TO A SKY'LARK. (") 

Composed i8as> Publishcd 1897. 

Ethereal minstrel ! pilgrim of the sky ! 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound ? 
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground ? 
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will, 
Those quivering wings composed, that music still ! 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood ; 

A privacy of glorious light is thine ; 

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 

Of hannony, with instinct more divine ; 

Type of the wise who soar, but never roam ; 

True to the Idndred points of Heaven and Home ! 
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1826. 
''ERE WITH COLD BEADS OF MIDNIGHT DEW." 

Composed z8a6. Pablished 1837. 

Ere with cold beads of midnight dew 

Had mingled tears of thine, 
I grieved, fond Youth ! that thou sbouldst sue 

To haiighty Geraldine. 

Immoveable by generous sighs, 

She glories in a train 
Who drag, beneath otir native skies, 

An oriental chain. 

Pine not like them with arms across, 

Foi^etting in thy care 
How the fast-rooted trees can toss 

Their branches in mid air. 

The humblest rivulet will take 

lts own wild liberties ; 
And, every day, the imprisoned lake 

Is flowing in the breeze. 

Then, crouch no more on suppliant knee, 

But scom with scom outbrave ; 
A Briton, even in love, should be 

A subject, not a slave ! 

TO MAY. 

Composed 1806-34. PuUisbed 1835. 

Though many suns have risen and set 
Since thou, blithe May, wert bom, 

And Bards, who hailed thee, may foiget 
Thy gifts, thy beauty scom ; 
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There are who to a birthday strain 
Confine not harp and voice, 

But evermore throughout thy reign 
Are grateful and rejoice ! 

Delicious odours ! music sweet, 

Too sweet to pass away ! 
Oh for a deathless song to meet 

The soulas desire — a lay 
That, when a thousand years are told, 

Should praise thee, genial Power ! 
Through summer heat, autumnal cold. 

And winter's dreariest hour. 

Earth, Sea, thy presence feel — nor less 

If yon ethereaï blue 
With its soft smile the truth express, 

The Heavens have feit it too. 
The inmost heart of man if glad 

Partakes a livelier cheer ; 
And eyes that cannot but be sad 

Let fall a brightened tear. 

Since thy return, through days and weeks 

Of hope that grew by stealth, 
How many wan and faded cheeks 

Have kindled into health 1 
The Old, by thee revived, have said, 

** Another year is ours ; " 
And waywom Wanderers, poorly fed, 

Have smiled upon thy flowers. 

Who tripping lisps a merry song 

Amid his playüü peers ? 
The tender Infant who was long 

A prisoner of fond fears ; 
But now, when every sharp-edged blast 

Is quiet in its sheath, 
His Mother leaves him free to taste 

Earth's sweetness in thy breath. 
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Thy help is with the weed that creeps 

Along the humblest ground ; 
No cliff so bare hut on its steeps 

Thy favours may be found ; 
Bat most on some peculiar nook 

That our own hands have drest, 
Thou and thy train are proud to look, 

And seem to love it best 

And yet how pleased we wander forth 

When May is whispering, " Come ! 
Choose from the bowers of virgin earth 

The happiest for your home ; 
Heaven's bounteous love through me is spread 

From sunshine, douds, winds, waves, 
Drops on the mouldering turret's head. 

And on your turf-clad graves !" 

Such greeting heard, away with sighs 

For lilies that must fade, 
Or ''the rathe primrose as it dies 

Forsaken" in the shade ! 
Vemal fhiitions and desires 

Are linked in endless chase ; 
While, as one kindly growth retices, 

Another takes its place. 

And what if thou, sweet May, hast known 

Mishap by worm and blight ; 
If expectations newly blown 

Have perished in thy sight ; 
If loves and joys, while up they sprung, 

Were caught as in a snare ; 
Such is the lot of all the young, 

However bright and fair. 

Lo I Streams that April could not check 

Are patiënt of thy rule ; 
Gurgling in foamy water-break, 

Loitering in glassy pool : 
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By thee, thee only, could be sent 

Such gentle mists as glide, 
Curling with anconfirmed intent, 

On that green mountain's side. 



How delicate the leafy veil 

Through which yon House of God 
Gleams *mid the peace of this deep dale ('*) 

By few but shepherds trod 1 
And lowly huts, near beaten ways, 

No sooner stand attired 
In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise 

Peep forth, and are admired. 



Season of fancy and of hope, 

Permit not for one hour 
A blossom from thy crown to drop, 

Nor add to it a ^ower ! 
Keep, lovely May, as if by touch 

Of self-restraining art, 
This modest charm of not too much. 

Part seen, imagined part 1 



1827. c*) 



Composed 1897. Published x8a7. 

SCORN not the Sonnet ; Critic, you have frowned, 
Mindless of its just honours ; with this key 
Shakspeare unlocked his heart ; the melody 
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's wound ; 
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound ; 
With it Camöens soothed an exile's grief; 



n 
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The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypress with wluch Dante crowned 
His visionary brow : a glow-worm lamp, 
It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faery-land 
To struggle through dark ways ; and, when a damp 
Feil round the path of Milton, in his hand 
The Thing became a trumpet ; whence he blew 
Soul-animating strains — alas, too few 1 



TO , IN HER SBVENTIETH YEAR. 

Composed 1807. Publiahed 1837. 

SUCH age how beautiful ! O Lady bright, (P) 
Whose mortal lineaments seem all refined 
By favouring Natmre and a saintly Mind 
To something purer and more exquisite 
Than flesh and blood ; whene'er thou meet'st my sight, 
When I behold thy blanched unwithered cheek, 
Thy temples fringed with locks of gleaming white, 
And head that droops because the soul is meek^ 
Thee with the welcome Snowdrop I compare ; 
That child of winter, prompting thoughts that climb 
From desolation toward the genial prime ; 
Or with the Moon conquering earth's misty air. 
And filling more and more with crystal light 
As pensive Evening deepens into night 



"/F THOU INDEED DERIVE THY LIGHT PROM 

HEA VEN.'' 

Composed 1897. Published 1897. 

If thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven, (J^) 
Then, to the measure of that heaven-bom light, 
Shine, Poet 1 in thy place, and be content : — 
The stars pre-eminent in magnitude, 
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And they that from the zenith dart their beams, 

(Visible though they be to half the earth, 

Though half a sphere be conscious of their brightness) 

Are yet of no diviner origin, 

No purer essence, than the one that bums, 

Like an untended watch-fire, on the ridge 

Of some dark mountain ; or than those which seem 

Humbly to hang, like twinkling winter lamps, 

Among the branches of the leafless trees ; 

All are the undying ofTspring of one Sire : 

Then, to the measure of the light vouchsafied, 

Shine, Poet 1 in thy place, and be content 



1828. 
A JEWISH FAMILY. 

(IN A 6MALL VALLET OPP06ITB 8T. GOAR, UPON THX SHINE.) 
CompoMd i8a8. Publiilied X83S. 

Genius of Raphael ! if thy wings 

Might bear thee to this glen, 
With memory left of shapes and things 

To pencil dear and pen, 
Thou would'st forego the neighbooring Rhine, 

And all his majesty — 
A studious forehead to incline 

O^er this poor family. 

The Mother — ^her thou must have seen, 

In spirit, ere she came 
To dweil these rifted rocks between, 

Or found on earth a name ; 
An image, too, of that sweet Boy, 

Thy inspirations give — 
Of playfiilness, and love, and joy, 

Predestined here to live. 
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Downcast, or shooting glances far, 

How beautiful his eyes, 
That blend the nature of the star 

With that of summer skies ! 
I speak as if of sense beguiled ; 

Uncounted months are gone, 
Yet am I with the Jewish Child, 

That exquisite Saint John. 

I see the dark-brown curls, the brow, 

The smooth transparent skin, 
Refined, as with intent to show 

The holiness within ; 
The grace of parting Infancy 

By blushes yet untamed ; 
Age faithful to the mother's knee, 

Nor of her arms ashamed. 

Fair Creatores in this lone retieat 

By happy chance espied, 
Your soül-subduing looks might cheat 
. The Christian of his pride : 
Such beauty hath the Etemal poured 

Upon you — ^not forlom, 
Though of a lineage once abhorred, 

Nor yet redeemed from scom. 

Mysterious safeguard, that, in spite 

Of poverty and wrong, 
Doth here preserve a living light, 

From Hebrew fountains sprung ; 
That gives this ragged group to cast 

Around the dell a gleam 
Of Palestine, of glory past, 

And proud Jerusalem ! 
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INCIDENT AT BRÜGÈS. 

Composed 182S. Publbhed 1835. 

In Brugès town is many a street 

Whence busy life hath fled ; 
Where, without huny, noiseless feet, 

The grass-grown pavement tread. 
There heard we, halting in the shade 

Flung from a Convent-tower, 
A harp that tunefiil prelude made 

To a voice like bird in bower. 

The measure, simple truth to teil, 

Was fit for some gay throng ; 
Though fi^m the same grim turret feil 

The shadow and the song. 
When silent were both voice and chords, 

The strain seemed doubly dear, 
Yea passing sweet, — iör English words 

Had dropped upon the ear. 

It was a breezy hour of eve ; 

And (Mnnacle and spire 
Quivered, and seemed ahnost to heave, 

Clothed with innocuous fire ; 
But, where we stood, the setting sun 

Showed little of his state ; 
And, if the glory reached the Nun, 

'Twas through an iron grate. 

Not always is the heart unwise, 

Nor pity idly bom, 
If even a passing Stranger sighs 

For them who do not moum. 
Sad is thy doom, imprisoned dove, 

Captive, whoe*er thou be ! 
Oh ! what is beauty, what is love. 

And opening life to thee ? 
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Such feeling pressed upon my soul, 

A feeling sanctified 
By one soft trickling tear that stole 

From the Maiden at my side ; 
Less tribute could she pay than this, 

Bome gaily o'er the sea, 
Fresh from the beauty and the bliss 

Of Englishliberty? 

ON THE POWER OF SOUND, 

Compoted i8fl8. Published 1835. 

1. 

Thy functions afe ethereal. 

As if within thee dweh a glancing mind, 

Organ of vision I And a Spirit aërial 

Informs the cell of Hearing, dark and blind ; 

Intricate labyrinth, more dread for thought 

To enter than oracular cave ; 

Strict passage, through which sighs are brought, 

And whispers for the heart, their slave ; 

And shrieks, that revel in abuse 

Of shivering ilesh ; and warbled air, 

Whose piercing sweetness can unloose 

The chains of frenzy, or entice a smile 

Into the ambush of despair ; 

Hosannas pealing down the long-drawn aisie, 

And requiems answered by the pulse that beats 

Devoutly, in life's last retreats ! 

II. 

The headlong streams and fountains 

Serve Thee, invisible Spirit, with untired powers ; 

Cheering the wakefiil tent on Syrian mountains, 

They lull perchance ten thousand thousand flowers. 

TAaf roar, the prowling lion*s N^re I am^ 

How fearfiil to the desert wide I 

That bleat, how tender ! of the dam 

Calling a straggler to her side. 
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Shout, cuckoo ! — ^let the vemal soul 

Go with thee to the frozen zone ; 

Toll from thy loftiest perch, lone bell-bird, toll ! 

At the still hour to Mercy dear, 

Mercy from her twilight throne 

Listening to nun's fiaint throb of holy fear, 

To sailor's prayer bieathed from a darkening sea, 

Or widoVs cottage-lullaby. 



ill. 

Ye Voices, and ye Shadows 

And Images of voice>— to hound and horn 

From rocky steep and rock-bestudded meadows 

Flung back, and, in the sk/s blue caves, rebom — 

On with your pastime I till the church-tower bells 

A greeting give of measured glee ; 

And milder echoes from their cells 

Repeat the bridal symphony. 

Then, or far earlier, let us rove 

Where mists are breaking up or gone, 

And from aloft look down into a cove i 

Besprinkled with a careless quire, 

Happy milk-maids, one by one 

Scattering a ditty each to her desire, 

A liquid concert matchless by nice Art, 

A stream as if from one fuU heart 



IV. 

Biest be the song that brightens 

The blind man's gloom, exalts the veteran's mirth ; 

Unscomed the peasant's whistling breath, that lightens 

His duteous toil of furrowing the green earth. 

For the tired slave, Song lifts the languid oar, 

And bids it aptly fall, with chime 

That beautifies the fairest shore, 

And mitigates the harshest clime. 
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Yon pilgrims see — in lagging file 

They move ; but soon the appointed way 

A choral Avé Marie shall beguile, 

And to their hope the distant shrine 

Glisten with a livelier ray : 

Nor friendless he, the prisoner of the mine, 

Who from the well-spring of his own clear breast 

Can draw, and sing his griefs to rest 



V. 

When civic renovation 

Dawns on a kingdom, and for needfïil haste 

Best eloquence avails not, Inspiration 

Mounts with a tune, that travels like a blast 

Piping through cave and battlemented tower ; 

Then starts the sluggard, pleased to meet 

That voice of Freedom, in its power 

Of promises, shrill, wild, and sweet ! 

Who, from a martial pageani^ spreads 

Incitements of a battle-day, 

Thrilling the unweaponed crowd with plumeless 

heads? — 
Even She whose Lydian airs inspire 
Peaceüil striving, gentle play 
Of timid hope and innocent desire 
Shot from the dancing Graces, as they move 
Fanned by the plausive wings of Love. 



VI. 

How oft along thy mazes, 

Regent of sound, have dangerous Passions trod ! 

O Thou, through whom the temple rings with praises, 

And blackening clouds in thunder speak of God, 

Betray not by the cozenage of sense 

Thy votaries, wooingly resigned 

To a voluptuous influence 

Tliat taints the purer, better, mind ; 
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But lead sick Fancy to a harp 

That hath in noble tasks been tried ; 

And, if the virtuous feel a pang too shaip, 

Sooüie it into patience, — stay 

The uplifted arm of Suïcide ; 

And let some mood of thine in finn array 

Knit every thought the impending issue needs, 

Ere martyr burns, or patriot bleeds I 



Vil. 

As Conscience, to the centre 

Of being, smites with irresistible pain, 

So shall a solemn cadence, if it enter 

The mouldy vaults of the duU idiofs brain, 

Transmute him to a wretch fix>m quiet hurled — 

Con\nilsed as by a jarring din ; 

And then aghast, as at the world 

Of reason partially let in 

By concords winding with a sway 

Terrible for sense and soul ! 

Or, awed he weeps, struggling to quell dismay. 

Point not these mysteries to an Art 

Lodged above the starry pole ; 

Pure modulations flowing from the heart 

Of divine Love, where Wisdom, Beauty, Truth 

With Order dweil, in endless youth ? 



VUL 

Oblivion may not cover 

AU treasures hoarded by the miser, Time. 

Orphean Insight I truth's undaunted lover, 

To the first leagues of tutored passion climb, 

When Music deigned within this grosser sphere 

Her subtle essence to enfold, 

And voice and shell drew forth a tear 

Softer than Nature's self could mould. 
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Yet strenuous was the infant Age : 
Art, daring because souls could feel, 
Stirred nowhere but an uigent equipage 
Of rapt imagination sped her march 
Throngh the realms of woe and weal : 
Heil to the lyre bowed low ; the upper arch 
Rejoiced that clamorous spell and magie verse 
Her wan disasters could cÜsperse. 



IX. 

The Gift to Idng Amphion 

That walled a city with its melody 

Was for belief no dream : — ^thy skill, Arion I 

Could humanise the creatures of the sea, 

Where men were monsters. A last grace he craves, 

Leave for one chant ; — the dulcet sound 

Steals from the deck o'er willing waves, 

And listening dolphins gather round. 

Self-cast, as with a desperate course, 

'Mid that strange audience, he bestrides 

A proud One docile as a managed horse ; 

And singing, while the accordant hand 

Sweeps his harp^ the Master rides ; 

So shall he touch at length a friendly strand, 

And he, with his preserver, shine star-bright 

In memory, through silent night 



X. 

The pipe of Pan, to shepherds 

Couched in the shadow of Maenalian pines, 

Was passing sweet ; the eyeballs of the leopaids, 

That in high triumph drew the Lord of vines, 

How did they sparkle to the cymbal's clang i 

Wliile Fauns and Satyrs beat the ground 

In cadence, — ^and Silenus swang 

This way and that, with wild-flowers crowned. 
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To life, to i(/£ give back thine ear : 
Ye who are longing to be rid 
Of fable, though to truth subservient, hear 
The little sprinkling of cold earth that feil 
Echoed from the coffin-lid ; 
The convict's summons in the steeple's knell ; 
' The vain distress-gun,' from a leeward shore, 
Repeated — ^heard, and heard no more I 



XI. 

For terror, joy, or pity, 

Vast is the compass and the swell of notes : 

From the babe's first cry to voice of regal city 

Rolling a solemn sea-like bass, that iloats 

Far as the woodlands — ^with the trill to blend 

Of that shy songstress, whose love-tale 

Might tempt an angel to descend, 

While hovering o'er the moonlight vale. 

Ye wandering Utterances, has earth no scheme^ 

No scale of moral music — to unite 

Powers that survive but in the faintest dream 

Of memory ? — O that ye might stoop to bear 

Chains, such precious chains of sight 

As laboured minstrelsies through ages wear ! 

O for a balance fit the truth to teil 

Of the Unsubstantial, pondered well 1 



XII. 

By one pervading spirit 

Of tones and numbers all things are controlled, 

And glorious privilege have they who merit 

Initiation in that mystery old. 

The heavens, whose aspect makes our minds as still 

As they themselves appear to be^ 

Innumerable voices fill 

With everlasting harmony ; 
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The towering headlands, crowned with mist, 

Their feet among the biUows, know 

That Ocean is a mighty harmonist ; 

Thy pinions, universal Air, 

Ever waving to and fro, 

Are delegates of hannony, and bear 

Strains that support the Seasons in their round ; 

Stem Winter loves a dirge-like sound. 



XIII. 

Break forth into thanksgiving, 

Ye banded instruments of wind and chords ; 

Unite, to magnify the Ever-living, 

Your inarticulate notes with the voice of words ! 

Nor hushed be service from the lowing mead, 

Nor mute the forest hum of noon ; 

Thou too be heard, lone eagle ! freed 

From snowy peak and cloud, attune 

Thy hungry barkings to the hymn 

Of joy, that from her utmost walls 

The six-days' Work, by Üaming Seraphim 

Transmits to Heaven ! As Deep to Deep 

Shouting through one valley calls, 

All worlds, all natures, mood and measure keep 

For praise and ceaseless gratulation, poured 

Into the ear of God, their Lord ! 



XIV. 

A Voice to Light gave Being ; 

To Time, and Man his earth-bom chronider ; 

A Voice shall finish doubt and dim foreseeing, 

And sweep away life's visionary stir ; 

The trumpet (we, intoxicate with pride. 

Arm at its blast for deadly wars) 

To archangelic lips applied, 

The grave shall open, quench the stars. 
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O Silence ! are Man's noisy years 

No more than moments of thy life ? 

Is Harmony, biest queen of smiles and tears, 

With her smooth tones and discords just, 

Tempered into rapturous strife, 

Thy destined bond-slave ? No 1 though earth be dust 

And vanish, though the heavens dissolve, her stay 

Is in the Word, that shall not pass away. 



THE TRI AD. 

Composed i8a8. Pubfished 18*9. 

Show me the noblest Youth of present time, 
Whose trembling fancy woiüd to love give birth ; 
Some God or Hero, from the Olympian dime 
Retumed, to seek a Consort upon earth ; 
Or, in no doubtful prospect, let me see 
The brightest star of ages yet to be, 
And I will mate and match him blissfiiUy. 

I will not fetch a Naiad from a fiood 

Pure as herself— (song lacks not mightier power) 

Nor leaf-crowned Dryad from a pathless wood, 

Nor Sea-nymph glistening ftx)m her coral bower 

Mere Mortals bodied forth in vision still, 

Shall with Mount Ida's triple lustre fill 

The chaster coverts of a British hill. 

" Appear ! — obey my lyre's command ! 
Come, like the Graces, hand in hand ! 
For ye, though not by birth allied. 
Are Sisters in the bond of love ; 
Nor shall the tongue of envious pride 
Presume those interweavings to reprove 
In you, which that fair progeny of Jove, 
Leamed from the tunefül spheres that glide 
In endless union, earth and sea above." 
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— I sing in vain ; — tfae pines have hushed their waving : 

A peerless Youth expectant at my side, 

Breathless as they, with unabated craving 

Looks to the eaith, and to the vacant air ; 

And, with a wandering eye that seems to chide, 

Asks of the clouds what occupants they hide : — 

But why solicit more than sight could bear, 

By casting on a moment all we dare ? 

Invoke we those bright Beings one by one ; 

And what was boldly promised, truly shall be done. 

" Fear not a constraining measure t 
— ^Yielding to this gentle spell, 
Lucida 1 f') from domes of pleasure, 
Or from cottage-sprinkled dell, 
Come to regions solitary, 
Where the eagle builds her aery, 
Above the hermifs long-forsaken cell ! " 
— She comes 1 — behold 
That Figure, like a ship with snow-white sail ! 
Nearer she draws ; a breeze uplifts her veil ; 
Upon her coming wait 
As pure a sunshine and as sofl a gale 
As e'er, on herbage covering earthly mold, 
Tempted the bird of Juno to unfold 
His richest splendour — when his veering gait 
And every motion of his starry train 
Seem govemed by a strain 
Of mosic, audible to him alone. 

'* O Lady, worthy of earth's prondest throne ! 
Nor less, by excellence of natoze, fit 
Beside an unambitious hearth to sit 
Domestic queen, where grandeur is unknown ; 
What living man could fear 
The worst of Fortune's malice, wert Thou near, 
Humbling that lily-stem, thy sceptre meek, 
That its fair flowers may from his cheek 
Brush the too happy tear? 
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Queen, and handmaid lowly 1 

Whose skill can speed the day with livdy cares, 

And banish melancholy 

By all that mind invents or hand prepares ; 

O Thou, against whose lip, without its smile 

And in its silence even, no heart is proof ; 

Whose goodness, sinking deep, woiüd reconcile 

The softest Nursling of a gorgeous palace 

To the bare life beneath the hawthom-roof 

Of Sherwood's Archer, or in caves of Wallace — 

Who that hath seen thy beauty could content 

His soul with but a ^limpse of heavenly day ? 

Who that hath loved thee, but would lay 

His strong hand on the wind, if it were bent 

To take thee in thy majesty away ? 

— Pass onwaid (even the glancing deer 

Till we depart intrude not here ;) 

That mossy slope, o'er which the woodbine throws 

A canopy, is smoothed for thy repose I '' 

Glad moment is it when the throng 

Of warblers in full concert strong 

Strive, and not vainly strive, to rout 

The lagging shower, and force coy Phcebus out, 

Met by the rainbow*s form divine, 

Issuing from her cloudy shrine ; — 

So may the thrillings of the lyre 

Prevail to fiirther our desire, 

While to these shades a sister Nymph I call. 

^ Come, if the notes thine ear may pierce, 
Come, youngest of the lovely Three, (**) 
Submissive to the might of verse 
And the dear voice of harmony, 
By none more deeply feit than Thee 1 " 
— I sang ; and lo 1 from pastimes virginal 
She hastens to the tents I 

Of nature, and the lonely elements. I 
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Air sparkles round her with a dazzling sheen ; 

But mark her glowing cheek, her vesture green 1 

And, as if wishful to disarm 

Or to repay the potent Charm, 

She bears the stringèd lute of old romance, 

That cheered the trellised arbour's privacy, 

And soothed war-wearied knights in raftered hall. 

How vivid, yet how delicate, her glee ! 

So tripped the Muse, inventress of the dance ; 

So^ truant in waste woods, the blithe Euphrosyne I 

But the ringlets of that head 

Why are they ungarlanded ? 

Why bedeck her temples less 

Tluüi the simplest shepherdess ? 

Is it not a brow in viting 

Choicest flowers that ever breathed, 

Which the myrtle would delight in 

With Idalian rosé enwreathed ? 

But her humility is well content 

With one wild floweret (call it not forlom) 

Flower of the wiNDS, beneath her bosom wom — 

Yet more for love than ornament. 

Open, ye thickets I let her fly, 

Swift as a Thracian Nymph o^er field and height I 

For She, to all but those who love her, shy, 

Would gladly vanish from a Stranger's sight ; 

Though where she is beloved and loves, 

Light as the wheeling butterfly she moves ; 

Her happy spirit as a bird is free, 

That rifles blossoms on a tree, 

Tuming them inside out with arch audacity. 

Alas 1 how little can a moment show 

Of an eye where feeling plays 

In ten thousand dewy rays ; 

A Êice o^er which a thousand shadows go I 

— She stops — ^is fsistened to that rivulet's side : 
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And there (while, with sedater mien, 
O'er timid waters that have scarcely left 
Thcir birth-placc in the rocky cleft 
She bends) at leisure may be seen 
Features to old ideal grace allied, 
Amid their smiles and dimples dignified — 
Fit countenance for the soul of primal truth ; 
The bland composure of etemal youth ! 

What more changeful than the sea ? 

But over his great tides 

Fidelity presides ; 

And this light-hearted Malden constant is as he. 

High is her aim as heaven above, 

And wide as ether her good-will ; 

And, like the lowly reed, her love 

Can drink its nurture from the scantiest rill : 

Insight as keen as frosty star 

Is to Aer charity no bar, 

Nor interrupts her frolic graces 

When she is, far from these wild places, 

Encircled by familiar faces. 

O the charm that manners draw, 

Nature, from thy genuine law 1 

If from what her hand would do. 

Her voice would utter, there ensue 

Aught untoward or unfit ; 

She, in benign affections pure, 

In self-forgetfiilness secure, 

Sheds round the transient harm or vague mischance 

A light unknown to tutored elegance : 

Hers is not a cheek shame-stricken, 

But her blushes are joy-flushes ; 

And the fault (if fault it be) 

Only ministers to quicken 

Laughter-loving gaiety. 

And kindie sportive wit — 

Leaving this Daughter of the mountains free 
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As if she knew that Oberon king of Faery 

Had crossed her purpose with some quaint vagary, 

And heard his viewless bands 

Over their mirthfiil triumph dapping hands. 

** Last of the Three, though eldest bom, (") 
Reveal thyself, like pensive Mom 
Touched by the skylark's earliest note, 
Ere humbler gladness be afloat 
But whether in the semblance drest 
Of Dawn— or Eve, fair vision of the west, 
Come with each anxious hope subdued 
By woman's gentle fortitude, 
Each grie^ through meekness, settling into rest. 
— Or I would hail thee when some high-wrought page 
Of a dosed volume lingering in thy hand 
Has nüsed thy spirit to a peacefiil stand 
Among the glories of a happier age." 

Her brow hath opened on me — see it there, 

Brightening the umbrage of her hair ; 

So gleams the crescent moon, that loves 

To be descried through shady groves. 

Tenderest bloom is on her cheek ; 

Wish not for a ridier streak ; 

Nor dread the depth of meditative eye ; 

But let thy love, upon that azure field 

Of thoughtliilness and beauty, yield 

lts homage offered up in purity. 

What would'st thou more ? In sunny glade, 

Or under leaves of thickest shade, 

Was sudi a stiUness e'er difïused 

Since earth grew calm while angels mused ? 

Softly she treads, as if her foot were loth 

To crush the mountain dew-drops — soon to melt 

On the flowei's breast ; as if she fdt 

That flowers themselves, whate'er their hue, 

With all their fragrance, all their glistening, 
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Call to the heart for inward Üstening — 

And though for bridal wreaths and tokens tnie 

Welcomed wisely ; though a growth 

Which the careless shepherd sleeps on, 

As fitly spring from turf the moumer weeps on — 

And without wrong are cropped the marble tomb to strew. 

The Charm is over ; the mute Phantoms gone, 

Nor will return — ^but droop not, favoured Youth ; 

The apparition that before thee shone 

Obeyed a summons covetous of tnith. 

From these wild rocks thy footsteps I will guide 

To bowers in which thy fortune may be tried, 

And one of the bright Three become thy happy Bride. 



THE WISHING-GATB. 

Compoted zSaS. PabUshed 1809. 

In the vale of Grasmere, by the side of the old higfa-way leading to 
Ambleside, is a gate, which, time out of mind, has bec» called the 
Wishing-gate, from a belief that wishes formed or indolged there 
have a favourable issue. (^) 

Hope mies a land for ever green : 

All powers that serve the bright-eyed Queen 

Are confident and gay ; 
Clouds at her bidding disappear ; 
Points she to aught ? — the bliss draws near, 

And Fancy smooths the way. 

Not such the land of Wishes — there 
Dweil fruitless day-dreams, lawless prayer, 

And thoughts with things at strife ; 
Yet how forlom, should ye depart, 
Ye superstitions of the k^ar^^ 

How poor, were human life ! | 



When magie lore abjured its might, 
Ye did not forfeit one dear right, 
One tender claim abate ; 
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Witness this symbol of your sway, 
Surviving near the public way, 
The rustic Wishing-gate ! 

Inquire not if the faery race 
Shed kindly influence on the place, 

Ere northward they retired ; 
If here a warrior left a spell, 
Panting fbr glory as he feil ; 

Or here a saint expired. 

Enough that all around is fair, 
Composed with Nature's finest care, 

And in her fondest love — 
Peace to embosom and content^ 
To overawe the turbulent, 

The selfish to reprove. 

Yea I even the Stranger from a|ar, 
Redining on this moss-grown'bar, 

Unknowing, and unknown, 
The infection of the ground partakes, 
Longing for his Belov'd — ^who makes 

All happiness her own. 

Then why should conscious Spirits fear 
The mystic stirrings that are here, 

The ancient foith disclaim ? 
The local Genius ne'er befriends 
Desires whose course in foUy ends, 

Whose just reward is shame. 

Smile if thou wilt, but not in scom, 
If some, by ceaseless pains outwom, 

Here crave an easier lot ; 
If some have thirsted to renew 
A broken vow, or bind a true, 

With firmer, holier knot. 

s 
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And not in vain, wfaen thougfats are cast 
Upon the irrevocable past, 

Some Penitent sincere 
May for a worthier future sigh, 
While trickles from his downcast eye 

No unavailing tear. 

The WorldUngy pining to be fireed 
From turmoil, who would tum or speed 

The current of his fate, 
Might stop before this favoured scène, 
At Nature's call, nor blush to lean 

Upon the Wishing-gate. 

The Sage^ who feels how blind, how weak 
Is man, though loth such help to seek, 

Yet, passing, here might pause, 
And thirst for insight to allay 
Misgiving, while the crimson day 

In quietness withdraws. 



THE WJSHING-GA TB DESTROYED. 

Compoted 1899. PuUished 184a. 

'Tis gone — ^with old belief and dream 
That round it dung, and tempdng scheme 

Released from fear and doubt ; 
And the bright landscape too must Ue» 
By this blank wall, from every eye^ 

Relentlessly shut out 

Bear witness ye who seldom passed 
That opening — ^but a look ye cast 

Upon the lake below, 
What spirit-stirring power it gained 
From faith which here was entertained, 

Though reason might say na 
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Biest is that grotind, where, (^er the springs 
Of history, Glory daps her wings, 

Fame sheds the exulting tear ; 
Yet earth is wide, and many a nook 
Unheard of is, like this, a book 

For modest meanings dear. 

It was in sooth a happy thonght 
That grafted, on so fair a spot, 

So confident a token 
Of coming good ; — ^the charm is fied ; 
Indulgent centuries spun a thread, 

Which one harsh day has broken. 

Alas 1 for him who gave the word ; 
Could he no sympathy affordy 

Derived from earth or heaven, 
To hearts so oft by hope betrayed ; 
Their very wishes wanted aid 

Which here was fieely givea ? 

Where, for the love-lorn maiden's wottnd, 
Will now so readily be kmnd 

A bahn of expectation ? 
Anxious for far-off children, where 
Shall mothers breathe a like sweet air 

Of home-feit consolation ? 

And not unfelt will prove the loss 
'Mid trivia] care and petty cross 

And each da/s shallow grief ; 
Though the most easily beguiled 
Were oft among the first that smiled 

At their own fond belieL 

If stiU the reckless change we moum, 
A reconciling thought may turn 
To harm that might lurk here, 
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Ere judgment prompted from within 
Fit aims, with courage to begin. 
And strength to persevere. 

Not Fortune's slave is Man : our state 
Enjoins, while firm resolves await 

On wishes just and wise, 
That strenuous action follow both, 
And life be one perpetual growth 

Of heaven-ward enterprise. 

So taught, so trained, we boldly het 
All accidents of time and place ; 

Whatever props may fiul, 
Trust in that sovereign law can spread 
New glory o'er the mountain's head, 

Fresh beauty through the vale. 

That truth informing mind and heart, 
The simplest cottager may part, 

Ungrieved, with charm and spell ; 
And yet, lost Wishing-gate, to thee 
The voice of grateful memory 

Shall bid a kind üaiewell I 



1831. 
THE PRIMROSE OP THE ROCK. 

Composed 1831. Pobliahed 1835. 

A Rock there is whose homely front 

The passing traveller slights ; 
Yet there the glow-worms hang their lamps, 

Like stars, at various heights ; 
And one coy Primrose to that Rock a 

The vemal breeze invites. 1 
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What hideous warfare hath been waged, 

What kingdoms overthrown, 
Since first I spied that Primrose-tuft 

And marked it for my own ; 
A lasting link in Naturels chain 

From highest heaven let down t 



The flowers, still faithful to the sterns, 

Their fellowship renew ; 
The sterns are faithful to the root, 

That worketh out of view ; 
And to the rock the root adheres 

In every fibre true. 



Close dings to earth the living rock, 
Though threatening still to fall ; 

The earth is constant to her sphere ; 
And God upholds them all : 

So blooms this lonely Plant, nor dreads 
Her annual funeraL 



Here closed the meditative strain ; 

But air breathed soft that day, 
The hoary mountain-heights were cheered, 

The sunny vale looked gay ; 
And to the Primrose of the Rock 

I gave this after-lay. 



I sang— Let myriads of bright flowers, 
Like Thee, in field and grove 

Revive unenvied ; — mightier fer, 
Than tremblings that reprove 

Our vemal tendencies to hope, 
Is God's redeeming love ; 
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That love which changed — ^for wan disease, 

For sorrow that had bent 
O'er hopeless dust, for withered age— 

Their moral element, 
And turned the thistles of a curse 

To types beneficent 



Sin-blighted though we are, we too^ 
The reasoning Sons of Men, 

From one oblivious winter called 
Shall rise, and breathe again ; 

And in etemal summer lose 
Our threescore years and ten. 

To humbleness of heart descends 
This prescience from on high, 

The faith that elevates the just, 
Before and when they die ; 

And makes each soul a separate heaven, 
A court for Deity. 



YARROW REVISITED. a») 

Compoced X83X. PuUisbed 1835. 

The gallant Youth, who may have gained, 

Or seeks, a 'winsome Marrow,' 
Was but an InÊmt in the lap 

When first I looked on Yarrow ; 
Once more, by Newark's Castle-gate 

Long left without a warder, 
I stood, looked, listened, and with Thee, 

Great Minstrel of the Border I 

Grave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet day, 
Their dignity installing 
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In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves 
Were on the bough, or falling ; 
I But breezes played, and sunshine gleamed — 

The forest to embolden ; 
Reddened the fiery hues, and shot 
Transparence through the golden. 

For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on 

In foamy agitation ; 
And slept in many a crystal pool 

For quiet contemplation : 
No public and no private care 

The freebom mind enthralling, 
We made a day of happy hours, 

Our happy days recalling. 

Brisk Yonth appeared, the Mom of youth, 

With freaks of graceful foUy, — 
Life's temperate Noon, her sober Eve, 

Her Night not melanchoiy ; 
Past, present, future, all appeared 

In harmony united, 
Like guests that meet, and some from &r, 

By cordial love invited. 

And i^ as Yarrow, through the woods 

And down the meadow ranging, 
Did meet us with unaltered face, 

Though we were changed and changing ; 
If, /A^fif some natural shadows spread 

Our inwaid prospect over, 
The soui's deep valley was not slow 

lts brightness to recover. 

Etemal blessings on the Muse, 

And her divine employment 1 
The blameless Muse, who trains her Sons 

For hope and calm enjoyment ; 
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Albeit sickness, Hngering yet, 
Has o'er their pillow brooded ; 

And Care waylays their steps — ^a Sprite 
Not easily eluded. 

For thee, O Scott I compelled to change 

Green Eildon-hill and Cheviot 
For warm Vesuvio's vine-clad slopes ; 

And leave thy Tweed and Teviot 
For mild Sorento's breezy waves ; 

May classic Fancy, linking 
With native Fancy her fresh aid, 

Preserve thy heart from sinking I 

O ! while they minister to thee, 

Each vying with the other, 
May Health return to mellow Age 

With Strength her venturous brother ; 
And Tiber, and each brook and rill 

Renowned in song and story, 
With unimagined beauty shine^ 

Nor lose one ray of glory 1 

For Thou, upon a hundred streams^ 

By tales of love and sorrow, 
Of faithful love, undaunted truth, 

Hast shed the power of Yarrow, 
And streams unknown, hills yet unseen, 

Wherever they invite Thee, 
At parent Nature's grateful call, . 

With gladness must requite Thee. 

A gracious welcome shaU be thine, 

Such looks of love and honour 
As thy own Yarrow gave to me 

When first I gazed upon her ; 
Beheld what I had feared to see, 

Unwilling to surrender 
Dreams treasured up from eariy days^ 

The holy and the tender. 
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And what, for this frail world, were all 

That mortals do or suffer, 
Did no responsive harp, no pen, 

Memorial tribute offer ? 
Yea, what were mighty Nature's self ? 

Her features, could they win us, 
Unhelped by the poetic voice 

That hourly speaks within us ? 

Nor deern that localised Romance 

Plays false with our affections ; 
Unsanctifies our tears — made sport 

For fanciful dejections : 
Oh, no 1 the visions of the past 

Sustain the heart in feeling 
Life as she is — our changeful Life, 

With friends and kindred dealing. 

Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts that day 

In YarroVs groves were centred ; 
Who through the silent portal arch 

Of mouldering Newark enter'd ; 
And clomb the winding stair that once 

Too timidly was mounted 
By the ''last Minstrel," (not the last !) 

Ere he his Tale recounted. 

Flow on for ever, Yarrow Stream ! 

Fulfil thy pensive duty, 
Well pleased that future bards should chant 

For simple hearts thy beauty ; 
To dream-light dear while yet unseen, 

Dear to the conmion sunshine, 
And dearer still, as now I feel, 

To memor/s shadowy moonshine ! 



2»2 SELBCTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. 



THB TROSSACHS. 

Composed 1831. Pvblialied 1835. 

Therë's not a nook within this solemn Pass, 

But were an apt confessional for One 

Taught by his summer spent, his autumn gone, 

That Life is but a tale of moming grass 

Withered at eve. From scènes of art which chase 

That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyes 

Feed it 'mid Nature's old felicities, 

Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more dear than glass 

Untouched, unbreathed upon. Thrice happy quest, 

If from a golden perch of aspen spray 

(October's workmanship to rival May) 

The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast 

That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught lay, 

Lulling the year, with all its cares, to rest ! 



EAGLES. 

C01fP0S£D AT OtmOLLIE CASTLB IN THB BAT OP OBAN. 
CompoMd 1831. PabUilied 183$. 

DiSHONOURED Rock and Ruin ! that, by law 

Tyrannic, keep the Bird of Jove embarred 

Like a lone criminal whose life is spared. 

Vexed is he, and scieams loud. The last I saw 

Was on the wing ; stooping, he stnick with awe 

Man, bird, and beast ; then, with a consort paired, 

From a bold headland, there loved aer/s guard, 

Flew high above Atlantic waves, to draw 

Light from the fbuntain of the setting sun. 

Such was this Prisoner once ; and, when his plumes 

The sea-blast ruffles as the storm comes on» 

In spirit, for a moment, he résumés 

His rank 'mong freebom creatures that live finee, 

His power, his beauty, and his majesty. 
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ON THE DBPARTÜRB OP SIR W ALTER SCOTT 
FROM ABBOTSFORD, FOR NAPLES. 

Composed Z83Z. Pabliah«d 183^ 

A TROUBLE, not of clouds, or weeping rain. 

Nor of the setting sun's pathetic light 

Engendered, hangs o'er Eildon's triple height : 

Spirits of Power, assembled there, complain 

For kindred Power departing from their sight ; 

While Tweed, best pleased in chanting a blithe strain, 

Saddens his voice again, and yet again. 

Lift up your hearts, ye Moumers 1 for the might 

Of the whole world's good wishes with him goes ; 

Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue 

Than sceptred king or laurelled conqueror knows, 

FoUow this wondrous Potentate. Be true, 

Ye winds of ocean, and the midland sea, 

Wafting your Charge to soft Parthenope ! 



1833. 
«/F THIS GRBAT WORLD OF JOY AND PAIN.'' 

.Composed 1833. Pnblished 1835. 

IF this great world of joy and pain 

Revolve in one sure track ; 
If freedom, set, will rise again, 

And virtue, flown, come back ; 
Woe to the purblind crew who fill 

The heart with each da/s care ; 
Nor gain, from past or future, skiU 

To bear, and to forbear 1 
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IN SIGHT OP THE TOWN OP COCKERMOÜTH. 

(Where the Author was bom, and bis Fatber's lemains are laid) 
Composcd 1833. Poblished XB35. 

A POINT of life between my Parents* dust, 
And yours, my buried Little-ones 1 am I ; 
And to those graves looking habitually 
In kindred quiet I repose my trust 
Death to the innocent is more than just, 
And, to the sinner, mercifully bent ; 
So may I hope, if truly I repent 
And meekly bear the ills which bear I must : 
And You, my Offsprin^! that do still remain, 
Yet may outstrip me in the appointed race, 
If e'er, through fault of mme, in mutual pain 
We breathed together for a moment's space, 
The wrong, by love provoked, let love arraign, 
And only love keep in your hearts a place. 



CAVE OP STAFFA. 

Compoted 1833. Pobttshed 1835. 

We saw, but surely, in the motley crowd, 
Not One of us has feit the far-famed sight ; 
How cou/d we feel it ? each the othei's blight, 
Hurried and hurrying, volatile and loud. 
O for those motions only that invite 
The Ghost of Fingal to his tuneful Cave 
By the breeze entered, and wave after wave 
Softly embosoming the timid light I 
And by om Votary who at will might stand 
Gazing and take into his mind and heart, 
With undistracted reverence, the effect 
Of those proportions where the almighty Hand 
That made the worlds, the sovereign Architect, 
Has deigned to work as if with human Art ! 



•*MOST SWBBT IT IS WITH ÜNUPLIFTED BYES." 285 



CAVB OF STAPFA. 

AFTES THE CROWD HAD DBPARTED. 
CompoMd 1833. Pnblished 1835. 

Thanrs for the lessons of this Spot — fit school 
For the presiimptuous thoughts that would assign 
Mechanic laws to agency divine ; 
And, measuring heaven by earth, would overrule 
Infinite Power. The pillared vestibule, 
Expanding yet precise, the roof embowed, 
Might seem designed to humble man, when proud 
Of his best workmanship by plan and tooi. 
Down-bearing with his whole Atlantic weight 
Of tide and tempest on the Structure's base, 
And flashing to that Structure's topmost height, 
Ocean has proved its strength, and of its grace 
In calms is conscious, finding for his freight 
Of softest music some responsive place. 



''MOST SWEBT IT IS WITH ÜNUPLIFTED EYBS.'» 

Compostd 1833. Pnblished 1835. 

Most sweet it is with unuplifted eyes 

To pace the ground, if path be there or none, 

While a fair region round the traveUer lies 

Which he forbears again to look upon ; 

Pleased rather with some soft ideal scène, 

The work of Fancy, or some happy tone 

Of meditation, slipping in between 

The beauty coming and the beauty gone. 

If Thought and Love desert us, from that day 

Let us break off all commerce with the Muse : 

With Thought and Love companions of our way, 

Whate'er the senses take or may refuse, 

The Mind's intemal heaven shaJl shed her dews 

Of inspiration on the humblest lay. 
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BY THE SEASIDB. (") 

Composed 1833. Pnbltthed 1833* 

The sun is couched, the sea-fowl gone to rest, 
And the wild stonn hath somewhere found a nest ; 
Air slumbers — ^wave with wave no longer strives, 
Only a heaving of the deep survives, 
A tell-tale motion 1 soon will it be laid, 
And by the tide alone the water swayed. 
Stealthy withdrawings, intenninglings mild 
Of light with shade in beauty recondled — 
Such is the prospect far as sight can nmge, 
The soothing recompense, the welcome change. 
Where now the ships that drove before the blast, 
Threatened by angry breakers as they passed ; 
And by a train of flying clouds bemocked ; 
Or, in the hollow surge, at anchor rocked 
As on a bed of death ? Some lodge in peace^ 
Saved by His care who bade the tempest cease ; 
And some, too heedless of past danger, court 
Fresh gales to waft them to the far-ofTport ; 
But near, or hanging sea and sky betweeo, 
Not one of all those wingèd powers is seen, 
Seen in her course, nor 'mid this quiet heard ; 
Yetoh! how gladly wonld the air be stirred 
By some acknowledgment of tfaanks and praise, 
Soft in its temper as those vesper lays 
Sung to the Virgin while accordant oars 
Urge the slow bark along Calabrian shores ; 
A sea-bom service through the moontains fdt 
Till into one loved vision all things melt : 
Or like those hynms that soothe with graver sound 
The gulfy coast of Norway iron-bound ; 
And, from the wide and open Baltic, rise 
With punctual care, Lutherian harmonies. 
Hush, not a voice is here I but why repine, 
Now when the star of eve comes forth to shine 
On British watexs with that look benign ? 



*'SOFT AS A CLOÜD IS YON BLUE RIDGB.*' 3S7 

Ye marineis, that plot^h yonr onward way, 

Or in the haven rest, or sheltering bay, 

May silent thanks at least to God be given 

With a fiill heart ; ' our thoughts are Aeard in Heaven ! ' 



THE LABOÜRBR'S NOON-DAY HYMN. 

CompoMd 1834. Published 1835. 

Up to the thnme of God is bome 
The voice of pcaise at early mom^ 
And He accepts the ponctual hymn 
Sung as the light of day grows dinu 

Look np to Heaven 1 the industrious Stin 
Already half his race hath run ; 
He cannot halt nor go astray, 
But our immoftal Spirits may. 

Lord 1 since his rising in the East, 
If we have faltered or transgressed^ 
Guide, from Thy love's abundant source, 
What yet remains of this da/s course : 

Help with Thy grace, through life's short day, 
Our upward and our downward way ; 
And glorify for us the west, 
When we shall sink to final rest. 

''SOPT AS A CLOÜD IS YON BLUE RWGE."* 

Compoted 1834. PuUiihed 1835. 

Soft as a cloud is yon blue Ridge — ^the Mere (*) 
Seems firm as solid crystal, breathless, clear, 
And motionless ; and, to the gazer's eye, 
Deeper than ocean, in the immensity 
Of its vague mountains and unreal sky ! 
But, from the process in that still retreat, 
Turn to minuter changes at our feet ; 
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Observe how dewy Twilight has withdrawn 

The crowd of daisies from the shaven lawn, 

And has restored to view its tender green, 

That, while the sun rode high, was lost beneath their 

dazzling sheen. 
— ^An emblem this of what the sober Hoor 
Can do for minds disposed to feel its power 1 
Thus oft, when we in vain have wish'd away 
The petty pleasures of the garish day, 
Meek eve shuts up the whole usurping host 
(Unbashfiil dwarfs each glittering at his post) 
And leaves the disencumbered spirit free 
To reassume a staid simplicity. 

'Tis well — ^but what are helps of time and place, 
When wisdom stands in need of nature's grace ; 
Why do good thoughts, invoked or not, descend, 
Like Angels from their bowers, oor virtues to beifriend ; 
If yet To-morrow, unbelied, may say, 
" l come to open out, for fresh display, 
The elastic vanities of yesterday?** 



BY THE SIDE OP RYDAL MBRE. 

Gompoted 1834. PubGshed 1835. 

The Linnet's warble, sinking towards a close. 
Hints to the Thrush 'tis time for their repose ; 
The shrill-voiced Thrush is heedless, and again 
The Monitor revives his own sweet strain ; 
But both will soon be mastered, and the copse 
Be left as silent as the mountain-tops, 
Ere some conunanding Star dismiss to rest 
The throng of Rooks, that now, from twig or nest, 
(Afler a steady flight on home-bound wings, 
And a last game of mazy hoverings 
Around their ancient grove) with cawing noise 
Disturb the liquid musids equipoise. 
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O Nightingale 1 Who ever heard thy song 
Might here be moved, till Fancy grows so strong 
That listening sense is pardonably cheated 
Where wood or stream by thee was never greeted. 
Surely, from fairest spots of favoured lands, 
Were not some gifts withheld by jealous hands, 
This hour of deepening darkness here would be, 
As a fresh moming for new harmony ; 
And lays as prompt would hail the dawn of Night ; 
A daTtm she has both beautifiil and bright, 
When the East kindies with the fiill moon's light ; 
Not like the rising sun's impatient glow 
Dazzling the mountains, but an overflow 
Of solemn splendour, in mutation slow. 



Wanderer by spring with gradual progress led, 
For sway profoundly feit as widely spread ; 
To king, to peasant, to rough sailor, dear, 
And to the soldier's trumpet-wearied ear ; 
How welcome wouldst thou be to this green Vale 
Fairer than Tempe I Yet, sweet Nightingale I 
From the warm breeze that bears thee on alight 
At will, and stay thy migratory flight ; 
Build, at thy choice, or sing, by pool or fount, 
Who shall complain, or call thee to account ? 
The wisest, happiest, of our kind are they 
That ever walk content with Nature's way, 
God's goodness measuring bounty as it may ; 
For whom the gravest thought of what they miss, 
Chastening the fulness of a present bliss, 
Is with that wholesome office satisiied, 
While unrepining sadness is allied 
In thankfiil bosoms to a modest pride. 
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TO A CHILD. 

WRITTEN IN HSR ALBUM. 
Composed 1S34. PabUihed 1835. 

Small service is true service while it lasts : 

Of humblest Friends, bright Creature ! scom not one : 

The Daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 

Protects the lingering dew-drop from the Sun. 



18 



^ 



WRITTEN AFTER THE DBATH OF 
CHARLES LAMB. 

CompoMd N«v. 1835. Pttfalfahed 1835. 

To a gbod Man of most dear memory 

This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart 

From the great city where he first drew breath. 

Was reared and taught ; and humbly eamed his bread, 

To the strict labours of the merchant's desk 

By duty chained. Not seldom did those tasks 

Tease, and the thought of time so spent depress, 

His spirit, but the recompence was high ; 

Firm Independence, Boont/s rightful sire ; 

AfTections, warm as sunshine, free as air ; 

And when the precious hours of leisure came, 

Knowledge and wisdom, gained from converse sweet 

With books, or while he ranged the crowded streets 

With a keen eye, and overflowing heart : 

So genius triumphed over seeming wrong, 

And poured out truth in works by thoughtful love 

Inspired — works potent over smiles and tears. 

And as round mountain-tops the lightning plays, 
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Thus innocentiy sported, breaking forth 
As from a cloud of some grave sympathy, 
Humour and wild instinctive wit, and all 
The vivid flashes of his spoken words. 
From the most gentle creature nursed in fields 
Had been derived the name he bore — a name, 
Wherever Christian altars have been raised, 
Hallowed to meekness and to innocence ; 
And if in him meekness at times gave way, 
Provoked out of herself by troubles strange, 
Many and strange, that hung about his life ; 
Still, at the centre of his being, lodged 
A soul by resignation sanctified : 
And if too often, self-reproached, he feit 
That innocence belongs not to our kind, 
A power that never ceased to abide in him, 
Charity, 'mid the multitude of sins 
That she can cover, left not his exposed 
To an unfoigiving judgment from just Heaven. 
O, he was good, if e'er a good Man lived I 



From a reflecting mind and sorrowing heart 

Those simple lines fiowed with an eamest wish, 

Though but a doubting hope, that they might serve 

Fitly to guard the precious dust of him 

Whose virtues called them forth. That aim is missed ; 

For much that truth most uigently required 

Had from a faltering pen been asked in vain : 

Yet, haply, on the printed page received, 

The imperfect record, there, may stand unblamed 

As long as verse of mine shall breathe the air 

Of memory, or see the light of love. 

Thou wert a scomer of the fields, my Friend, 
But more in show than truth ; and from the fields. 
And from the mountains, to thy rural grave 
Transported, my soothed spirit hovers o'er 
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lts green untrodden tuif, and blowing flowers ; 
And taking up a voice shall speak (tho* still 
Awed by the thema's peculiar sanctity 
Which words less free presumed not even to touch) 
Of that fratemal love, whose heaven-lit lamp 
From infancy, through manhood, to the last 
Of threescore years, and to thy latest hour, 
Bumt on with ever-strengthening light, enshrined 
Within thy bosom. 

* Wonderfiil' hath been 
The love established between man and man, 
* Passing the love of women ;' and between 
Man and his help-mate in fast wedlock joined 
Through God, is raised a spirit and soul of love 
Without whose blissful influence Paradise 
Had been no Paradise ; and earth were now 
A waste where creatures hearing human form, 
Direst of savage beasts, would roam in fear, 
Joyless and comfortless. Our days glide on ; 
And let him grieve who cannot choose but grieve 
That he hath been an £lm without his Vine, 
And her bright dower of clustering charities, 
That, round his trunk and branches, might have dimg 
Enriching and adoming. Unto thee, 
Not so enriched, not so adomed, to thee 
Was given (say rather thou of later birth 
Wert given to her) a Sister — ^'tis a word 
Timidly uttered, for she /tves, the meek, 
The self-restraining, and the ever-kind ; 
In whom thy reason and intelligent heart 
Found — for all interests, hopes, and tender cares. 
All softening, humanising, hallowing powers, 
Whether withheld, or for her sake unsought — 
More than sufficiënt recompence I 

Her love 
(What weakness prompts the voice to teil it here ?) 
Was as the love of mothers ; and when years, 
Lifting the boy to man's estate, had called 
The long-protected to assume the part 



WRITTEN AFTER DEATH OF CHARLES LAMB, 293 

Of a protector, the first filial tie 

Was undissolved ; and, in or out of sight, 

Remained imperishably interwoven 

With life itself. Thus, 'mid a shifting world, 

Did they together testify of time 

And season's difference — ^a doublé tree 

With two coUateral sterns spning from one root ; 

Such were they — such thro* life they mtg^kl have been 

In union, in partition only such ; 

Otherwise wrought the will of the Most High ; 

Yet, thro' all visitations and all trials, 

Still they were faithfiil ; like two vessels launched 

From the same beach one ocean to explore 

With mutual help, and sailing — to their league 

True, as inexorable winds, or bars 

Floating or fixed of polar ice, allow. 



But turn we rather, let my spirit turn 
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend 1 
To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief, 
When reunited, and by choice withdrawn 
From miscellaneous converse, ye were taught 
That the remembrance of foregone distress, 
And the worse fear of future ill (which oft 
Doth hang around it, as a sickly child 
Upon its mother) may be both alike 
Disarmed of power to unsettle present good 
So prized, and things inward and ontward held 
In such an even balance, that the heart 
Acknowledges God's grace, his mercy feels, 
And in its depth of gratitude is stilL 



O gift divine of quiet sequestration t 
The hermit, exercised in prayer and praise, 
And feeding daily on the hope of heaven. 
Is happy in his vow, and fbndly deaves 
To life-long singleness ; but happier hr 
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Was to your souls, and, to the tfaoughts of otbeis» 

A thousand times more beautiful appeared, 

Your iüéo/ loneliness. The sacred tie 

Is broken ; yet why grieve ? for Time but holds 

His moiety in trust, till Joy shall lead 

To the biest world where parting is unknown. 



EXTEMPORB EFFÜSION ÜPON THE DEATH OP 

JAMES HOGG. 

Composed 1835. PobUshed t|3& 

Wh EN first, descending from the moorlands, 

I saw the Stream of Yarrow gilde 

Along a bare and open valley, 

The Ettrick Shepherd was my guide. 

W^en last along its banks I wandered, 
Through groves that had begun to shed 
Their golden leaves upon the pathways, 
My steps the Border-minstrel led. 

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer, 
Mid mouldering mins low he lies ; 
And death upon the braes of Yarrow, 
Has dosed the Shepherd-poet's eyes : 

Nor has the rolling year twice measured, 
From sign to sign, its steadfast course, 
Since every mortal power of Coleridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source ; 

The rapt One^ of the godlike forehead, 
The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth : 
And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle, 
Has vanished from his lonely hearth. 



f 
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Like clouds that rake the mountain-summits, 
Or waves that own 110 corbing hand, 
How fast has brother foUowed brother, 
From sunshme to the sonless land 1 



Yet I, whose lids from infant slumber 
Were earlier nüsed, remain to héar 
A timid voice, that asks in whispers, 
*' Who next will drop and disappear?'* 

Our haughty life is crowned with darkness, 
Like London with its own black wreath, 
On which with thee, O Crabbe ! forth-looking, 
I gazed from Hampstead's breezy heath. 

As if but yesterday departed, 
Thou too art gone before ; but why, 
O^er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered, 
Should frail survivors heave a sigh ? 

Moum rather for that holy Spirit, 
Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep ; 
For Her who, ere her summer faded, 
Has sunk into a breathless sleep. 

No more of old romantic sorrows, 

For slaughtered Youth or love-lom Maid 1 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten, 

And Ettrick moums with her their Poet dead. 
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184I. 
TO A PAINTER. 

Compoted X84X. Publidied 184S. 

All praise the Likeness by thy skill portrayed ; (^) 

But 'tis a fruitless task to paint for me, 

Who, yielding not to changes Time has made, 

By the habitual light of memory see 

Eyes unbedimmed, see bloom diat cannot fade, 

And smiles that from their birth-place ne'er shall flee 

Into the land where ghosts and phantoms be ; 

And, seeing this, own nothing in its stead. 

Couldst thou go back into far-distant years, 

Or share with me, fond thought I that inward eye, (^} 

Then, and then only, Painter ! could thy Art 

The visual powers of Nature satisfy, 

Which hold, whate'er to common sight appears, 

Their sovereign empire in a faithful heart 

ON THE SA ME SUBJECT. 

Compoeed X84X. Publiahed 184S. 

Though I beheld at first with blank surprise 
This Work, I now have gazed on it so long 
I see its truth with unreluctant eyes ; 
O, my Belovèd I I have done thee wrong, 
Conscious of blessedness, but, whence it sprung, 
Ever too heedless, as I now perceive : 
Mom into noon did pass, noon into eve. 
And the old day was welcome as the young, 
As welcome, and as beautifiil — in sooth 
More beautifiil, as being a thing more holy : 
Thanks to thy virtues, to the etemal youth 
Of all thy goodness, never melancholy ; 
To thy laiige heart and humble mind, that cast 
Into one vision, future, present, past. 






"i4 POETt-^HE HATH PUT HIS HEART." «97 



1842. 
AIRBY-PORCE VALLEY. 

Compoted 1849. Published 1849. 

NOT a breath of air 

RuMes the bosom of this leafy glen. 

From the brook's margin, wide arotmd, the trees 

Are steadfast as the rocks ; the brook itsel^ 

Old as the hills that feed it from afar, 

Doth rather deepen than disturb the calm 

Where all things else are still and motionless. 

And yet, even now, a little breeze, perchance 

Escaped from boisterous winds that rage without, 

Has entered, by the sturdy oaks unfelt, 

But to its gentle touch how sensitive 

Is the light ash ! that, pendent from the brow 

Of yon dim cave, in seeming silence makes 

A soft eye-music of slow-waving boughs, 

Powerfiil almost as vocal harmony 

To stay the wanderer's steps and soothe his thoughts. 



Composed 1843. Publiihcd 1843. 

A Poet! — He hath put his heart to school, 
Nor dares to move unpropped upon the stafT 
Which Art hath lodged within his hand — must laugh 
By precept only, and shed tears by rule. 
Thy Art be Nature ; the live current quaff, 
And let the groveller sip his stagnant pool, 
In fear that else, when Critics grave and cool 
Have killed him, Scom should write his epitaph. 
How does the Meadow-flower its bloom unfold ? 
Because the lovely little flower is free 
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Down to its root, and, in that freedom, bold ; 
And so the grandeur of the Forest-tree 
Comes not by casting in a formal mould, 
But fh>m its own divine vitality. 



TO THE CLOU DS. 

Composed 1843. Published X84S. 

Army of Clouds I ye wingèd Host in troops 

Ascending from behind the motionless brow 

Of that tall rock, (^) as from a hidden world, 

O whither in such eagemess of speed ? 

What seek ye, or what shun ye ? of the gale 

Companions, fear ye to be left behind, 

Or racing o'er your blue ethereal field 

Contend ye with each other? of the sea 

Children, thus post ye over vale and height 

To sink upon your mother's lap— and rest ? 

Or were ye rightlier hailed, when first mine eyes 

Beheld in your impetuous march the likeness 

Of a wide army pressing on to meet 

Or overtake some unknown enemy ? — 

But your smooth motions suit a peacefïil aim ; 

And Fancy, not less aptly pleased, compares 

Your squadrons to an endless flight of birds 

Aerial, upon due migration bound 

To milder climes ; or rather do ye urge 

In caravan your hasty pilgrimage 

To pause at last on more aspiring heights 

Than these, and utter your devotion there 

With thunderous voice ? Or are ye jubilant. 

And would ye, tracking your proud lord the Sun, 

Be present at his setting ; or the pomp 

Of Persian momings would ye fiU, and stand 

Poising your splendours high above the heads 

Of worshippers kneeling to their up-risen God ? 

Whence, whence, ye Clouds 1 this eagemess of speed ? 
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Speak, sflent creatures. — ^They are gone, are fled, 

Buried together in yon gloomy mass 

That loads the middle heaven ; and dear and bright 

And vacant doth the region which they thronged 

Appear ; a cahn descent of sky conducting 

Down to the unapproachable abyss, 

Down to that hidden gulf from which they rosé 

To vanish — ^fleet as days and months and years, 

Fleet as the generations of numkind. 

Power, glory, empire, as the world itseli^ 

The lingering world, when time hath ceased to be. 

But the winds roar, shaking the rooted trees, 

And see 1 a bright precursor to a train 

Perchance as nimierous, overpeers the rock 

That suUenly refuses to partake 

Of the wild impulse. From a fount of life 

Invisible, the long procession moves 

Luminous or gloomy, welcome to the vale 

Which they are entering, welcome to mine eye 

That sees them, to my soul that owns in them, 

And in the bosom of the firmament 

O^er which they move, wherein they are contained, 

A type of her capacious self and all 

Her restless prpgeny. 

A humble walk 
Here is my body doomed to tread, this path, 
A little hoary line and faintly traced, 
Work, shall we call it, of the shepherd's foot 
Or of his fiock ?— joint vestige of them both. 
I pace it unrepining, for my thoughts 
Admit no bondage and my words have wings. 
Where is the Orphean lyre, or Druid harp^ 
To accompany the verse ? The moimtain blast 
Shall be our hand of music ; he shall sweep 
The rocks, and quivering trees, and billowy lake. 
And search the fibres of the caves, and they 
Shall answer, for our song is of the Clouds 
And the wind loves them ; and the gentle gales — 
Which by their aid re-clothe the naked lawn 
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With annual verdure, and revive the woods, 

And moisten the parched Ups of thirsty flowers — 

Love them ; and every idle breeze of air 

Bends to the favourite buithen. Moon and stars 

Keep their most solemn vigils when the Clouds 

Watch also, shifting peaceably their place 

Like bands of ministering Spirits, or when they lie. 

As if some Protean art the change had wrought, 

In listless quiet o'er the ethereal deep 

Scattered, a Cyclades of various shapes 

And all degrees of beauty. O ye Lightnings ! 

Ye are their perilous joffspring ; and the Sun — 

Source inexhaustible of life and joy, 

And type of man's far-darting reason, therefore 

In old time worshipped as the God of Verse, 

A blazing intellectual deity — 

Loves his own glory in their looks, and showers 

Upon that unsubstantial brotherhood 

Visions with all but beatific light 

Enriched — too transient were they not renewed 

From age to age, and did not, while we gaze 

In silent rapture, credulous desire 

Nourish the hope that memory lacks not power 

To keep the treasure unimpaired. Vain thought t 

Yet why repine, created as we are 

For joy and rest, albeit to find them only 

Lodged in the bosom of etemal things ? 
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1845. 

''PORTH PROM A JUTTING RIDGB, AROUND 

WHOSB BASE." 

Coaqposed 1845. Published 1845. 

FORTH from a jutting ridge, around whose base 

Winds our deep Vale, two heath-clad Rocks ascend 

In fellowship, die loftiest of the pair 

Rising to no ambitieus height ; yet both, 

O'er lake and stream, mountain and flowery mead, 

Unfolding prospects ïfair as human eyes 

Ever beheld. Up-led with mutual help, 

To one or other brow of those twin Peaks 

Were two adventurous Sisters wont to climb, 

And took no note of the hour while thence they gazed, 

The blooming heath their couch, gazed, side by side, 

In speechless admixation. I, a witness 

And frequent sharer of their cahn delight 

With thankful heart, to either Eminence 

Gave the baptismal name each Sister bore. 

Now are they parted, far as Death's cold hand 

Hath power to part the Spirits of those who love 

As they did love. Ye kindred Pinnacles — 

That, while the generations of mankind 

Follow each other to their hiding-place 

In time's abyss, are privileged to endure 

Beautifïil in yourselves, and richly graced 

With like conmiand of beauty — grant your aid 

For Mary's humble, Sarah's silent, claim, (^) 

That their pure joy in nature may survive 

From age to age in blended memory. 
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""WHAT HBAVBNLY SMJLBS! O LADY MINE.'' 

CbopoKd 1845. Pubinhed 184$. 

What heavenly smiles I O Lady mine, 
Through my very heart they shine ; 
And, if my brow gives back their light, 
Do thou look gladly on the sight ; 
As the dear Moon with modest pride 

Beholds her own bright beams 
Reflected üpom the moontain's side 

And firom the headlong stieams. 



""GLAD SIGHT WHBRBVBR NEW WITH OLD.'' 

Compoted 1845. PubCshed 1845. 

Glad sight wherever new with oki 

Is joined throcigh some dear homébom tie ; 

The life of all that we behokl 

Depends npon that mystery. 

Vain is the glory of the sky, 

The beauty vain of field and grove 

Unless, while with admiring eye 

We gaze, we also leam to love. 



«50 PAIR, sa SWBET, WITHAL SO SBNSITIVE.' 

Compoted 1845. Pubüihed 1845. 

So fair, 80 sweet, withal so sensitive, 

Would that the little Flowers were bom to live, 

Consctous of half the pleasure which they give ; 

That to this mountain-daisy's self were known 
The beauty of its star-shaped shadow, thrown 
On the smooth surface of this naked stone I 
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And what if hence a bold desire should mount 
High as the Sun, that he could take account 
Of all that issues from his glorieus fount I 



So might he ken how by his sovereign aid 
These delicate companionships are made ; 
And how he mies the pomp of light and shade ; 

And were the Sister-power that shines by night 

So privileged, what a countenance of deHght 

Would through the douds break fbrth on human sight ! 

Fond £ancies ! wheresoe'er shall turn thine eye 
On earth, air, ocean, or the starry sky, * 

Converse with Nature in pure sympathy ; 

All vain desires, all lawless wishes quelled, 
Be Thou to love and praise alike impelled, 
Whatever boon is granted or withheld. 



1846. 

« THE ÜNREMITTING VOICE OF NIGHTLY 

STREAMS."" 

Compowd 1846. Pablished 1846. 

Thb unremitting voice of nightly streams 

That waste so oft, we think, its tuneful powers, 

If neither soothing to the worm that gleams 

Through dewy grass, nor small birds hushed in bowers, 

Nor unto silent leaves and drowsy flowers, — 
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That voice of unpretending harmony 

(For who what is shaU measure by what seems 

To be, or not to be, 

Or tax high Heaven with prodigality ?) 

Once not a healing influence that can creep 

Into the human breast, and mix with sleep 

To regulate the motion of our dreams 

For kindly issues — ^as through every dime 

Was feit near mormuring brooks in earliest time ; 

As at this day, the nidest swains who dweil, 

Where torrents roar, or hear the tinkling knell 

Of water-breaks, with grateful heart could teil. 



NOTES. 



(z) This Yew-tree bas disappeared. It stood on the eastern shore 
of Esthwaite-water, about tbree-quarters of a mile from Hawkshead. 

(2) "This arose out of the affecting mtisic of these birds, banging 
in the London streets, during the freshness and stillncss of the spring 
morning." — Wordsworth, 

(3) " Composed on the road between Nether Stowey and Alfoxden." 
— Wordsioorth, 

(4) " At onoe the clouds seemed to cleave asunder, and left her " (the 
moon) " in the centre of a black-blue vault. She sailed along, foliowed 
by multitudes of stars, small, and bright, and sharp; their brightness 
seemed concentrated." — Dorothy Wordsworth^ January 25, 1798, 

(5) The first stanza of this poem was written by Coleridge. The 
little girl was met by Wordsworth in the niined area of Goodrich 
Castle, in 1793. 

(6) "I began it upon leaving Tintem, and concluded it as I was 
entering Bristol in the evening. Not a line of it was altered, nor any 
part of It written down till I reached BristoL" — Wordsworth, 

(7) A reminiscence of Wordsworth's first visit to Switzerland, with 
Robert Jones, in 1790 ; published in The Prelude^ Book vi. 

(8) First published in Thé Friend, afterwards in The Prelude, 
Book i. 

(9) Of Hawkshead. 
(zo) Hawkshead. 

(zz) Between EsthMraite and Graythwaite. 

(z2) This, and the four following poems on " Lucy," were written at 
Goslar in Germany. 

(zs) The "Doctor" of v. 3 is a Divine; unless, indeed, we take 
" physician " of v. 5 to mean physicist, 

U 
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(14) " In the School of Hawksbead is a tablet, on wfaich are inscribed, 
in gilt letters, the Names of the several persons who have been School- 
masters there since the foundation of the School, with the time at wïnch 
they entered upon and quitted thdr office. Opposite to one of those 
Names the Author wrote the following lines.** — WordstoortA, 

(15) The school was that of Hawkshead. 

(16) The Rev. William Taylor vras the Schoolmaster from X782 to 
X786. 

(17) On settling at Dore Cottage, Town-End, Grasmere, wfaere 
Wordsworth and nis sister took up tJbieir abode on the shortest day of 

X799. 

(z8) The winter jonmey to Grasmere through Weosleydale. 

(19) Joanna Hntchinson. 

(90) " GAyU, in the dialect of Cumberland and Westmoreland, is a 
short and, for the most part, a steep narrow valley, with a stream 
running through it Forte is the word universally employed in these 
dialects for waterfiaJl."— Wordsworth. 

(ai) The nest was in a hedge of privet and roses, on the low tenaoe 
wall of the garden at Cockermouth. In his poems Wordsworth named 
his lady sister Dorothy, " Emmeline/' " Emlly/' or " Emma." 

(29) The "Lucy** of this poem was not the Lucy of the Goslar 
poems, but his sister Dorothy. The incident occuxred at Racedown in 

1795- 

(93) The first foor stantas refer to Wordsworth himself ; the fifth, 
sizth, and seventh refer to Coleridge. 

(24) The "bower" is gone, bat the "rocky well" ezists; and the 
"steep rock's breast'* is '*tfajronged with primroses ". still in spring- 
time. 

(35) In The Moming Post, 

(a6) To Hartley Coleridge. 

(97) In the Town-End cottage garden, Grasmere. 

(38) The Lotton Yew still exists, but is a fragment of its fonner self. 
The fratemal four of Borrowdale were seriously damaged in the winter 
of 1883. 

(29) These lines refer to Mrs. Wordsworth. 

(30) The lines— 

" The^ flash npon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude, 

were written by Mrs. Wordsworth. 
Dorothy Wordsworth thus describes these daflRxüls: — "There was 
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a long belt of them along the shore, under the boughs of the trees. 
They grew among the mossy stones, about and above them; some 
rested their heads upon these stones, as on a pülow for weariness : and 
the rest tossed, and reeled, and danced, and seemed as if they verily 
laughed with the wind that blew upon them over the lake. They 
looked so gay, ever glancing, ever changing. There was here and 
there a little knot, and a few stragglers higher up ; but they were so few 
as not to disturb the simplicit)r, unity, and life of that one busy high- 
way." — Grasmere Journal, April 15, 1803. 

(31) Written of a poor widow in Penritb, who used to go out and 
enquice of any passing stranger for tidings of her only son. 

(32) Thls, and the three Elegiac poems that foUow it, all refer to 
Wordsworth's biother John. 

(33) Peele Castle is on a small rocky island in the Isle of Man, 
sepamted from the mainland very much as St Michael's Mount is 
from the Cornish ooast. The picture by Sir George Beaumont is still 
at Coleorton Hall. 

(34} The parting-place of the brothers Wordsworth near Grisedale 
tarn is easily identined; and a memorial panel, with an inscription 
from these Élegiac Verses, was plaoed in the &ce of the rock by the 
Wordsworth Society in 1886. 

(35) The plant alluded to is the Moss Campion (Silene aeauHs of 
Linnseus). — Wordsworth, 

(36) Thls was addressed to his sister Dorothy. 

(37) Suggested in part by the character of Lord Nelson, and in part 
by that of his brother John. 

(38) Didthis refer toColeridge? Wordsworth saysit was "suggested 
by a change in the manner of a friend." 

(39) These four last Ilnes are carved below the Poet's statue in 
Westminster Abbey. 

(40) The " vale," the " brooks/' and " the fields " aie at Hawkshead. 

(41) The Bül for the abolition of Slavexy became law in March 2807. 
(4a) At Coleorton, Leicestershire. 

(43) The light of this taper shone from AUan Bank ; the " reoess of 
mountains " being the Easdale heights. 

(44) This referred to the poet's danghter Catberine. 

(45) Sepding this sonnet to Haydon on December ax, 1815, Words- 
worth said it "was occasioned, I migfat say inspired, by your last 
letter." In Haydon's letter of November 27 the foUowing occnrs: — 
" I have benefited and have been supported in the troubles of life by 
your poetxv. I wiU bear want, pain, misery, and blindness ; but I wiU 
never yidd one step I have gained on the road I am determined to 
travel over." 
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(46) Langdale Pikes. 

(47) " Suggested by my daaghter Catherine long after her deatb."— 
IVordstttoriA. 

(48) MissBlackett 

(49) The kingfisher. 

(50) And suggested by the sight of his daugbter playing in firont of 
Rydal Mount. 

(51) " Thoughts and feelings of many walks, in all weathers, by day 
and night, over this pass, alone and with bèloved friends." — IVcrds- 
woriA, 

(52) The old Roman road to Penritb nins along the top of High 
Street to the east of Kirkstone Pass. 

(53) The Kirk-stone, near the top of the pass. 

(54) Composed at the mount in front of RydaL 

(55) In Rydal Park. 

(56) To the west behind Silver Howe. 

(57) In the Lake country the word "scale" is usually understood 
in the sense of ladder. 

(58) The Derwent bas its souroe in the slopes of Glanunara ; and 
an eagle crag rises above one of its tributaries. Cockennouth is not 
fifteen miles ^stant 

(59) Wrynose FelL 

(60) The " parting glance " is taken just before rounding the brow of 
the hill. The " sinuous la|>se " of the rill is lost to view, and the stream 
plunges by a quick series of £alls down the side of the feil to Wiynose 
Ëottom. 

(6z) The Cottage at Cockley Beek. 

(62) Some identify these stepping-stones with those which cross the 
stream at Black Hall, between Cockley Beek and Birks Brig, others 
with the stones opposite Seathwaite. The former better fit Üie order 
of the SoQnets, the latter are the more beautilul. 

(63) This is the deft between the Pen and Wallabarrow Cragf just 
above Seathwaite. 

(64) Seathwaite Chapel. 

(65) The Rev. Robert Walker, bom at Under-crag, 1709, died at 
S&ithwaite, June 25, i8oa, known in the district as "Wonderfiil 
Walker." 

(66) The Tam Beek — a tributary stream which flows from Seathwaite 
tarn. The chapel itself stands upon this beek, which descends the 
rocks in a series of water-breaks, and joins the Duddon just below 
Seathwaite.. 
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(67) Sonnets xxiv. to xxvü. had been devoted to " The Resting- 
place/' &C. 

(68) King Henry VI. 

(69) SU Paul's Cathedral. 

(70) Thls was suggcfitcd by fears as to the future of Hartley Colcridge. 

(71) This, and the two foUowing poems, were addrcssed to Mrs. 
Wordsworth. 

(72) Suggested by a print at Coleorton HalL 

(73) " Suggested from apprehension of the fate of my friend, H. C." 
— Wordsworth, 

(74) " Written at Rydal, where there are no sky-larks ; but the Poet 
is everywhere." — Wordsworth, 

(75) The vale of Newlands. 

(76) In its condensed throng of thoughts and images, this sonnet is 
unlike most of Wordsworth 's poetry. 

(77) Lady Fitzgerald, as described by Lady Beaumont 

(78) These lines were prefixed to the collected edition of the Poems 
in 1836. 

(79) Edlth Southey. 

(80) Dora Wordsworth. 

(81) Sara Coleridge. 

(82) The samc beneficent power attributed to the Wishing-gate is 
fancifuUy attributed to an image of Saint Bridget in the ruined Frands- 
can convent at Adare. 

(83) The following stanzas are a memorial of a day passed with Sir 
Walter Scott, and other friends visiting the Banks of the Yarrow under 
his guidance> immediately before his departure from Abbotsford, for 
Naples. 

(84) At Whltefaaven. 

(85) The "mere" was probably that of Rydal ; the " ridge" that of 
Silver Howe. 

(86) A likeness of Mrs. Wordsworth by Miss Margaret Gillies. 

(87) See p. 143. 

(88) Nab-scar. 

(89) Mary Wordsworth and Sarah Hutchinson 
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